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It has been summer. It has been unproductive. 

It has been all about "taking a month off of I 
everything and just hanging out with your 
best friend" - Daisy came over for a month: 
and we did nothing. The rest of the summer 
has been about going to town every day for 
lunch. Eating out and therefore having noj 
money, but the vegan treats being tool 
tempting to resist. It’s been about going tol 
bars and clubs with Denise and Lucy every! 
night and drinking glass after glass of 
orange juice whilst everyone around me is 
getting drunk. And some nights not giving a 
fuck, and other nights finding it unbearable. 
It has been all about juggling boys and not 
getting play from any of them. It has been 
about thinking about doing work, doing the. 
zine and emptying that ever filling tin of 
mail to be answered, but not actually getting 
around to doing any of it. It has been a good 
summer. I am sad that it is over. Autumn is] 
dull. Autumn is about finally finishing all! 
the stuff I cannot put off any longer. It isj 
about waiting and waiting until the start of i 
November, when I can just run away to America i 
and just climb into my best friends’ beds and 
pull the covers up and not have to deal with 
anything or anyone. It will be about havingj 
no commitments and no responsibilities and no 
worries. I want to run away now. But I have a 
while longer to wait. I guess I had better] 
make the best of it... 
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Siting here, drinking blackcurrant tea, in 
I Baltimore, writing my new introduction. The first 
one was written so long ago that it seems outdated. 
Now it is the beginning of winter. So I need to do 
this. I need some more “emotional masturbation” as 
the not so lovely Jorg Koch labeled my writing - 
behind my back incidentally. If you don’t like it you 
don’t have to read it. If you have something to say 
about it then say it to my face, not to my friends [or 
my enemies]. 

It’s no longer autumn and winter seemed to 
appear to me overnight. Leaving New Brunswick 
behind, where the leaves were still on the trees, 
albeit shades of brown rather than shades of 
green. To where the leaves are all on the ground, 
— SB although still autumnal enough to shuffle through. 

| One difference between autumn here and in 
England is that the leaves are not soggy and are 
therefore better for shuffling knee-deep through as 
I have loved to do for twenty-two years. 

I diverged. This issue may be disjointed due to 
my different perspectives over the large time span 
in comparison to other issues. There is little I can do 
to remedy that - it was not supposed to take this 
long. This is the last thing that I will add to 666. I 
wish to thank all of the boys at 149 somerset street, 
especially Jesse. And I wish to thank Jeff, Adam 
and Dwayne. I wonder if they understand the 

I impacts they they have made upon my life. I am still 
recovering and the effects are only beginning to 
reverberate throughout the whole of me., I would 
say this issue was dedicated to them, but I do not 
think it worthy. Perhaps the next will. But what 
would be worthy? I will know when I get there, And I 
lean trust that they will tell me. Trust. It means 
everything to me. Everything. 
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10 support me wan a Dove uie 
opening. 

[li on (li'an), n. 1. a large, 
strong animal of the cat 
family, living in Africa and 
southwest Asia. Lions have a 
brownish-yellow coat, and 
the males have a heavy mane. 

2 . a person who is very strong and L 
i man who is famous, 
li on ess (li'an is), 

In. a female lion, 
lip (lip), n. 1. either 
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lion and lioneaa 

(9 to 11 ft. long, including tail) 

service to an idea one does 
—keep a stiff upper lip, 
d not give up hope. 
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I wrote this after seeing Policy of Three. After 
realizing that they were the best band that I 
had ever seen. After attempting to explain 
why they were the best band that I had ever 
I seen. 

It occurred around a time of great change 
for me. A time of realizing that a band, or a 
book, or a comic, or a person, that makes me 
happy may not have any benefit for me, A 
time of realizing that a friend who makes me 
laugh more than anyone may not make me 
happier than anyone. That in fact a friend who 
makes me laugh may not make me happy. A 
time of new friends. A time of growth. A time of 
enlightenment. 

Happiness seems such a shallow thing. 
Concerning stimulation to my senses rather 
than to my mind or my soul. The elation may 
be strong, but if it is only temporary then it is not 
significant. If it makes me cry with happiness 
then it is better than making me smile with 
happiness. If it makes me cry and smile 
simultaneously then it's intensity is never 
forgotten. My true happiness comes when 
look further than the separate parts, but rather 
the whole. As much as I try to interpret, discuss 
and appreciate the separate pieces; the 
whole cannot be split. When it hits me as a 
whole it is incomparable. 
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The differences between the sexeshave 
for many years been attributed to biological 
differences. Now most people realise that 
i the differences between a ® an ® nd * have 
'are largely due to the way that they nave 
Socialization, from the family, 
schools and other social 
effect on the 


i been raised. 
the media, 

structures, has a major . later 

and roles that they later 

how and why do children learn 
they later seem to 
? The sex role 
whereby children 
feelings, 
culturally 
gender, is 

if ift.portan* tf full/ ™* lu * '** 
the environment has on the 
the same way that knowledge 
topic can help us argue against it 
knowledge about the acquisition 
to deal 


values, norms 
adhere to. But 
the roles that 
compliantly assume 
development, or sex-typing 
come to adopt the attitudes, 
behaviours, and motives that are 
defined as appropriate for their 
a 
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extent which 
individual. In 
about any 
efficiently, 
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to 

biological 


need 

can 


Of gender roles can help us to with. 

sexism. When concrete «™ d ence can be are 
HiQnrnvG that sbx dirrer 

P determined the argument becomes 
a11 rhP stronger. Many things are still 

.«ch .., . »o~; 

being more ’loving', 'caring anQ 1 

’unselfish’, and these stereotypes 

be fully understood before they 
deconstructed. _ 

One body of evidence for the extent to 
which the stereotypes of males and females 
are culture-bound comes from anthropological 
data. An old study, one of the first of its 
kind, was conducted by MARGARET 
1935. She studied three tribes in 
Guinea: "the gentle, mountain-dwelling 

Arapesh, the fierce, cannibalistic 

Mundugumor, and the graceful headhunters ol 
Tchambuli." She found data which completely 
[destroyed the idea that the gender roles of 
I Western culture are caused by biological 
differences. She found that among the 
Arapesh, both men and women are cooperative, 

Iunaggressive, responsive to the needs of 
others - characteristics typically 

associated with the feminine role in Western 
culture. In marked contrast, The Mundugumor 
would be regarded as "masculine" by 
[cultural standards, for both men and 
tend to be ruthless, aggressive, 
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our 
women 
severe and 


(unresponsive. Neither of these tribes put 
emphasis on the contrast between the 
s. In the third tribe, the Tchambuli, 
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ready To see and avenge insult, delighting I 
in display, in action, in fighting." The 
Tchambuli have gender roles which directly 
oppose ours. However, men are still 
"theoretically legally dominant" although 
they "play an emotionally subservient role, 
dependent upon the security given to them by 
women". This could be compared to the 
supposedly "equal" rights that the legal 
system creates for women in Western Culture 
which is pretty "theoretical" and not 
particula rly "p ra ctic al". 
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Other data from different societies has 
been provided from the studies that have 
examined the rare cases of hermaphrodites. 
Studies have shown that children born with 
both sets of genitals, which are raised 
according to conform to a certain gender 
role, have produced results which stress the 
importance of nurture over na ture. 

In one such study two genetically female 1 
infants had ambiguous external genitals 
Both had surgery to correct their enlarged 
clitorises. One infant's genitals were 
"feminised" and she was raised as a girl: 
the other infant's genitals were modified to 
resemble a penis and "he" was raised as a 
boy. It was found that both conformed to 
their respective gender roles - the girl 
was somewhat "tomboyish" in appearance; the 
boy was accepted as a male by his peers and 
expressed heterosexual desires. This 
suggests that an individual's gender 
identification is influenced by the way a 
person is labelled and raised rather than by 
his or her hormones [MONEY, 1980]. 

///jnr/ 

Similarly in male identical twins one was 
reared as female after he had his penis 
completely severed in what was supposed to 
be a routine circumcision. The parents 
decided to have the infants testes removed 
and a vagina was given a preliminary shape. 
The child was then given female hormones and 
raised as a girl. Within a few years the 
child seemed to have assumed a female gender 
identity: she preferred more feminine 

clothes, toys and activities than her twin 
brother. The researchers concluded that 
socialization is the main factor at work 
here in establishing sexual identity and 
orientation [MONEY AND EHRHARDT, 1972], 

However, this study is by no means 
conclusive because it has also been reported 
that at thirteen years of age a psychiatrist 
reported that the subject had significant 




men and women as as inherently gentle, 
responsive, and co-operative able and 
willing to subordinate the self to needs of 
those who are younger or weaker, and to 
major satisfaction from doing so. 
"the Mundugumor ideal of character 



llages of the Domini 
Republic in which eighteen genetic males] 
who, owing to the fact that their cells were 
insensitive to the androgen their bodies| 
generated pre-natally, were born withj 
internal organs that were clearly male, but 
external organs that were closer to females, 
including a clitoris-like organ. All 

which was at 







gender 
miners 
sexua1 
1979]. 
these 
not 
mainly 


odds with both their genes and their 
prenatal hormonal environment. When puberty 
was reached the surge of male hormones 
produced the normal bodily changes and 
turned their clitoris-like organs into 
penis-like organs. The vast majority of 
these males-reared-as-females rapidly turned 
into males. They seemed to have little 
difficulty adjusting to a male 
identity; they went off to work as 
and woodsmen and soon found female 
partners. [IMPERATO-McGINLEY ET AL, 

However, it has been argued that 
Dominican hermaphrodites were 

consistently raised as females, 
because they has ambiguous genitals. 

Anthropological research and studies 
|conducted on children whose bizarre 
[circumstance make them ideal 'guinea pigs' 
adds much support to the viewpoint that 
gender roles are a cultural creation. The 
biological argument, which claims that women 
and men are different due to their different 
hormonal, physical and intelligence levels, 
seems completely illogical and incorrect. 
.These assumptions are perhaps not as 
(prevalent in the nineties, but still exist 
)to a lesser degree, as sexism is hardly 
thing of the pas_t. 

S^iple myths, such as women being better 
at raising children, men being better at 
^scientific matters, and suchlike, have for 
so long been seen as truths, based on 
I inherent and unchangeable differences 
between the sexes. Even now, when these 
I myths are constantly being challenged, the 
importance of being able to say why 
1 ideas are. incorrect cannot be 




these 
undermined. 



It is because of the importance of 

I breaking down these ideas that a knowledge 
of the processes by which children learn 
their sex-roles aids us into understanding 

the different roles that we assume later in 
life. It seems important to know at what age 
did you realise that someone wearing a skirt 
I was woman? When you associated a lady in a 
(skirt with being a mother, or a nurse or a 
(secretary? What age you thought that mostly 
a mother raises a child? What age you began 
ito think that a mother raises a child better 
.than a father? What age you thought that 

'only a mother was capable of raising a 

child. Most children learn these answers at 
a disturbingly young age, and most learn the 
myths that the women's movement has been 
fighting to dispel for decades. Only when we 
understand the ways in which a child learns 
the responses to these normally unanswered 
questions can we begin to plan how we can 
unteach these values, or, perhaps more 

importantly, ensure that future children do 
adopt them. 
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uch study which answers 



tions regarding 
acquire these schemas was 


some of 

how young children 
conducted in 1978, 
by KUHN ET AL. It showed that two to three 
year olds believed that when they grow up 
boys rather than girls will be the boss and 
mow the grass, whilst girls will clean 
house, be a nurse, be a teacher 
grow up. Many other stereotypes were 
internalised by this young age. 





Gender labelling, gender identity, sex-| 
typed toy preference, and awareness of adult 
sex roles can be reliably observed in 
children as young as 26 months. The majorityl 
of 26 months olds are able to verbally label 
pictures of men and women appropriately. By 
31 months of age they are able to indicate 
whether they are male or female themselves. 
By the end of the third year the majority of’ 
children can easily sort pictures of men and 
women into male and female categories and i 
they are aware that some activities and 
possessions are more commonly associated 
with one gender than another [WEINRAUB ET | 
AL, 1984]/ 


Parents are seen as the main agents for 
socialization in the first years of a 
child's life as it is they who administer 
values and ideals to children, with tools 
such as love withdrawal, disapproval and 
punishment used to control their children's 
behaviour. They encourage their children to 
occupy themselves with certain activities by 
buying them particular toys and playing with 
them in particular ways. Some research has 
shown that they give daughters toys that 
encourage imitation, are used near the 
caretaker, and give less opportunity for 
innovation or variation [FAGOT, 1978]. It is 
hardly surprising that a child develops the 
skills appropriate for use in the play that 
it is engaging in. Therefore if a child 
plays in a small area, their ability for 
spatial awareness will not be high. Females' 
spatial awareness skills are not as good as 
males', and this is surely the reason why. 

£% my mm 1 i v 

It seems that the extent to which a 
parent has control over it's child's 
development is practically limitless. The 
hild is like a sponge, a tabula rasa, 
bsorbing all that is given to it with 
relish. Whether the child is exposed to 
other ideas and values is entirely up to the 
parent. No-one insists that a parent allow 
their child to watch television. No child 
has to attend school before the age of four 
or five. The parent can be entirely 
responsible for the cnild. They can entirely 
supervise the books the child reads, the 
other people that the child interacts with, 
and so on. it would not be hard to make sure 
that your child only received information 
and stimulation that was left-wing, non¬ 
sexist, non-homophobic, non-anticommunist, 
ncn-racist: it would not be hard at all. 

* - ■ is mnr r 

However, this is no solution. It is not 
right to be arguing that it is possible to 
raise a child in a 'politically correct' 
vacuum. It should not be necessary. The 
necessary thing, in fact, is to continue to 
fight against the stereotypes that we are 
bombarded with everyday in this culture that 
we live in. To continue to fight against the 
myths that are still commonly believed and 
repeated. It makes sure that the next 
generation believes that they can achieve 
what they want, be who they want, act how 
they want, without norms, values and roles 
being subscribed to them according to their 
gender, race or sexual persuasion. Without 
biological factors imposing on their lives 
as they have done for generations. For 
centuries. Perhaps things are changing, but 
not fast enough. 







by Pat Cates. 
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In Hardcore culture and in Alternative 
(culture generally there is an overwhelming 
tendency to champion the unexpected as being 
|original and individual: this is harmless in 
I most cases and in fact contributes to 
Hardcore's intelligence and willingness to 
adapt - for example in fashions, food, music 
of times past and so on.. But when it 
involves the championing of personalities the 
storv is entirely different. 


I hear many people extolling the virtues 
1 of Friedrich Nietzsche, whether it be friends 
| or bands [ ICEBIJHN derive their name from a 
\Nietzsche quote and thank him on 'Firon' - 
although they spell his name incorrectly]: my] 
point in this column is to illustrate how 
[Nietzsche, despite having a ' cool'-soundingj 
[name and despite being a slightly 
'extraordinary pnilosopher of the age, says! 
! much that opposes Hardcore consciousness and; 
'that would offend many 'Nietzsche fans' if j 
they spent any time actually reading his ! 
!works. 

I enjoy reading Nietzsche: his prose is 
! unparalleled and his aptitude for the 

I aphorism is second to none - but by the same 
token I adhere to very little of what he 
(says. Parts of his 'Will to Power' theory, 
jwhen taken on a personal level, are, at the 
most, interesting: he promotes discipline and 
the endurance of pain, 

"I test the power of a will according 
to the amount of resistance it can 
offer and the amount of pain and torture 
it can endure," [Beyond Good and Evil]. 
Qualities which make for an admirably 
[strong personality and which I personally aim 
[to cultivate. 


But wnen put in a wider context, the 'Wi 
to Power' theory is fundamentally brutal 
[fascis tic. 

Nietzsche is quite prepared for the common 
[man to suffer and die, seeing it as necessary 
[for the emergence of his 'Ubermensch' or 
'superman', he considers the misery of a 
I whole nation of less importance than the 
{suffering of an individual, and thus 
[advocates the, often military, hero. He deems 
[compassion, sorrow and forgiveness as 
{weaknesses, the qualities he admires are only 
[possible for an elite few and the achievement 
of such 'true virtue' must involve isolation, 
harm to inferiors and war against the masses 
and democracy; in short he adores 
ruthlessness, conflict and aristocrati 
1 pride 




Nietzsche, however, is at his 
[immature and offensive when he exhibits his 
utter contempt for women, most apparently and 
unreasonably in his prophetic work 'Thus 
|Spoke Zarathustra'. 

"Man should be trained for war and j* ; : 

women for the recreation of the 

warrior: all else is folly." y 

"The man's happiness is: I will. 

The woman's happiness is: He will." 

"Let woman be a plaything..." 

All of these quotations illustrate his 
[farcical chauvinism, the most outrageous 
•expression of his misogyny being 

IZarathustra's final piece of advice, 

"Are you visiting women? Do not forget 
your whip." 





To any reader this contempt appears both 
offensive and ridiculous, even more so when 
" a we realise that all of his comments are I 
unfounded despite being offered as self-j 
evident truth: the only woman he had any real 
experience of was his sister Elizabeth and hej 
had huge sexual hang-ups: it was, supposedly, 
from sleeping with a prostitute that he 
caught the syphillis that was to plague him 
in later life. 

'Is Nietzsche all bad? He's anti-Christian 
that must be worth something?', a 
^Nietzsche fan' might at this stage 

Certainly Nietzs™iie"was complect 
to Christian dogma. In a sense he was one of 
^ ^ ^ first existentialists, where existence is 
$ defined in purely human terms, but beyond 
V this and his ideas concerning discipline and 
" endurance, he causes offence, using the 
freedom of his existentialism to propose his 
own fascistic morality, or amorality — 
ironic, or perhaps more easily explained, 
when we notice the evident weakness and 
inse cur tty in his ch arac t e r . ___ 

























His 


'? . .. . “' lo criticism of Christianity indeed 

: 5 requires a closer examination. He objects to 

„ ristianlt y> "ot because of its axiomatic 
prescr^tion of a way of life, but because of 
* " ay . ? f 3 _ lfe lt actually prescribes and 

saL S „ a C v a i a e K ffe H CtS ’ 3nd he detests ^ ^ the 
same way as he detests socialism. 
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In addition, tne reader runs into problems] 
if he/sne is selective with Nietzsche,! 
problems which his aphoristic and pithy style 
belie. The critic Hollingdale best explains] 
this, 

"Any selection [from Nietzsche's 
work] must to a greater or lesser 
extent be a simplification and thus 
to some extent a fabrication of it." 

The temptation to take Nietzsche out of] 
context must be resisted. 

'But Nietzsche was misread by the Nazis -I 
if it wasn't for this people would] 
'understand' him better,' objects another! 
'Nietzsche fan'. 



On this matter I agree with Derrida's 
j suggestion: it cannot have been by chance 
^vvv,v-^ hat NieCzsche ' s texts took on a bad eminence 
during the Nazi years. Nietzsche insisted 
himself that his were 'untimely meditations ' 
that the world was not ready 'for his wisdom 
yet and that the significance of his work 
would only be grasped in a later age: there 
can be no question of exonerating Nietzsche 
by driving a wedge between authorial 
intention and after-effect, especially given 
his own predictions. 




. . ue says, aim at 
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[Christianity] has waged a war 
to the death against a higher type 
u , m an." [The Antichrist]. 

love fnr 3UCh values ■ com P ass ion, human 
love, forgiveness, charity - and in his 

a ntipathv towards Christianity, he is 
: ideology " 8 ^ Same towards an Y altruistic 



Above all, as Derrida tells us, it becon^s 
necessary to ask, 

"Nhy the only program of 
indoctrination which has ever 
been able to take full advantage 
of Nietzsche's teaching is that 
oi the Nazis?" [Otobiographies, p.98]. 

hPinf tZSChe W3S 3 Weak man and daydreamed of 
being a warrior, he feared women and thus 

with hi\ ’ and he had n0 abilic y to deal 
‘ hl h S o °" n , antisocial nature. All of this 
Nr? behind ms essentially fascistic 
philosophy. It is easy to see when readingi 
Nietzsche now ms insecurities, fears and 
weaknesses are identical to those of all 

in 



Essentially his feelings about the 
religion m relation to his own ideas > A 
concerning the 'Will to Power' and 
consequently the 'Ubermensch' are summed up ^ 
as r oHows : ^ 

The weak and ill-constituted shall 
perish: first principle of our 
philanthropy. And one shall help 
them to do so. What is more harmful 
than any vice? - Active sympathy for 
the ill-constituted and weak - 
„ C dr istianitv." [The Antichrist], 

people admit that Nietzsche is not 
ethicaiiy sound but still adhere to the view 

DhHosonh ar 33 meta P h y sic s and other areas in 

tn f?nH P r 7 f re concernGd > there is no cause 
to find fault with him. v 

Ui rh leCZ 3 Ct l e ’ ln fact> is only worth reading^ 
with regard to ethics and morality: on other? - 

comn?»r S i he either sa y s nothing new or he is ' 
completely unmethodological and 

unprofessional - his theorv of 'eternal 
recurrence' is about as effective and weU- 

if the d whm a " / d , 0l / SCent ' S su gg es tion, "What 
H^the whole of life is on e big dream? 
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exact! 5 N S h 1SCS 3nd h ° W he C0pe3 with them 
exa ctly the same way. 

ywMMtwwp-vm aw. .mi 

^board •! 1S . ethically unsound all across! 
ct J h hat r thS Weak ' the P°ot and!§ 
vegetarianism f S hat f s wome n, democracy and 
riSe ahnto f , CC i° rdlng Co him ’ ">an must 
isn't r- h anlnla i s i> l* e bates anything which 
N? 1 a 1Ch ’ stron g and noble. So, if I raa y be 
allowed to give some advice, read Nietzsche 
and see for yourself: do not simply take him 
or anyone on board as a 'cult' thinker Once 
you have realised that he is a fascist read I 
^something less ridiculous and more useful. 

fp^losoWr try St Sart^ Pi °- n a t \ 

a existentialism has its roots in Marxism and 
Jpossesses some form of conscience. d 

this ; Tnere ls 3 lot more to Nietzsche than 

So cold, so icy one burns one's 
ringers on him. Every hand that 
grasp him starts back. - And for 
just that reason many think he is 
glowing hot." 
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FABRIC are the best band that have ever 
existed in British hardcore. It is as simple 
as that. I could compare them to many other 
bands. But that wouldn’t do them justice. Buy 
their records [on wiiija or doghouse]. They 
are the best that England has to offer. 
You'll love it. And if this sounds like 
blatant promotion, well it is. And no band is 
more deserving than FABRIC. 


tony 


jamie 









"You've got to look north to thumb it south" 

As mutte ring s of misplacement mingle in these collective mouths. 

And we laughed in different places. 

Had a scribbled synopsis for all the faces. 

The luxury of hourglass insanity and 
The terminability in all the traces. 

The passion in discontent. 

The remembrance in repent. 

Witnessing the eruption of our illusions. 

The exiry sculptures to conclusions. 

"And why does one so young seek restitution?* 

Look at us 
Trying to shiver off the devils name. 

When I just want to rationalize and loosen these feral chains, 

Beyond the calculated spotlight 

And bar-chord striptease of vulnerable claims. 

Stuttering about abandonment, 

When we know our door is on the latch. 

Scraping to a lacklustre exit, 

2 n to an ultimatum thirst we are no match. 

m 'mmsm 

The haggard cherub. 

The oil-scarred dove. 

Instinct held hostage, 

Governed from above. 



He is fierce like his mother. 

My friend, the hispanic maybe. 

As the world shaped his shoulders, 

And he fled overseas. 

In devoted motion to gulp a new breeze 
And I’m here. 

Warming myself colder 
On a staple diet of my unease. 

r y&Zt 
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couldn't and I didn’t 
Feel the need for the hand on my back, 

And the simmering whispers of, "Hold on, dear brother 
As I succumb to the gutter. 

The wheezing confines of my Calcutta. 

As all I know: 

Sea and sand covers stone. 

Skin and gut covers bone. 

The monotone solitary. 

The contaminated throne. 

I'm my own guest and host. 

The evacuating ghost. 

The raucous jigsaw to belong 
A chameleon equilibrium 


r.v 
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"From the incandescent tip of a lighted cigarette, burning 
at a temperature of 800 C, the smoker with each puff draws 
along the tobacco rod and into his mouth a hot potpourri of 
gases and many-sized particles." [MORRIS, 1977]- "— 


an unlit cigarette the nicotine is dissolved in 
moisture of the tobacco leaf as water soluble salts, but in 
a burning cigarette the nicotine volatilizes and is present 
in the smoke as free nicotine suspended on minute droplets 
of tar. These droplets, less than one thousandth of a 
| mi11imet re across, are small enough, if inhaled, to reach 
the smallest passages and air sacs on the depths of the* 
lungs. 



When a cigarette is smoked blood nicotine levels rise very 
rapidly and usually peak at the time the cigarette is 
[extinguished. Once taken up into the blood flowing through) 
the lungs, some of the absorbed nicotine immediately enters 
the lung tissue, while the rest follows the course of the 
circulation into the left side of the heart. From there it 
is pumped rapidly to all parts of the body, reaching the 
brain in about seven seconds and the big toe in fifteen -j 
twenty seconds 



. mm- ■ ' 

i •: s* 

_ ‘ 7r * _ Hi ' il. •*." ~ V . 

Nicotine is an alkaloid containing carbon, hydrogen and£]. ; igd 
nitrogen, which in its pure state is a colourless, volatile, 
strongly alkaline liquid which turns brown on exposure to! 
air and gives off a characteristic tobacco smell. It is soj 
powerfully toxic that one drop of the free substance [which 
is contained in a packet of cigarettes] placed on the tongue 
lor skin will kill a man wi thin minutes [LARSON, HAAG andj 
SILVETTI5R, 1961] .f 



























THEY SAY THAT CIGARETTES 
WILLKILD&U, EVENTUALLY 


g is so much more than a question of inhaling smoke, 
is the finding of the packet and the matches or 
r; the extraction of the cigarette from the pack; the 
ng up; putting out the flame and getting rid of the 
r, match-box and cigarette packet; shifting the 
y into a more convenient position; flicking a little 
ary ash from the front of the clothes, and blowing 
thoughtfully up into the air." [MORRIS, 19 7 7 ] . ;Mg“a|gjjj(g 


I I PRAW THE f MwMW > , 3»ia 

SMOKE INTO MY -M 

lungs, extract fl 

THE Hi corme 

ANP THE T Ad.. ■ C. :«:..... 

itpcegntpo nf ~Ta 

ANYTHING FOR KgtfW II H VP 

I just could not bear the thought of that littl 
of tobacco controlling my 1 
weak to be able to refuse 
something that existed that 
first thing in the morning 1 
a nightclub, like my friend 
that I could not live wit 
consume within a designated 
dependent 


WOKING 
TIES. TVS 
IN0 NORMAL 

■EPO. 


ANP I WISH 
I WAS PEAR 


2 SMOKE A 
CIGARETTE, ANP 
PRETENP T'M 
NORMAL. 


I 2 ONLY WISH THEY'? 

POTTFASTetl. 

LJfcfe 
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"While the child is being deliveredthe 
father waits within ear-shot until the sex is 
determined, when the mid-wives call it out to 
him Tn this information ne answero 

irhtnMf ‘£is 

\l a r gi^ C and P 'th e n re a Ire already girl-children 

the 1 cord ScuWk 
the bark basin on’which the delivery takes 
place. The Arapesh prefer boys; a oy wi 

s.'. 1 '." XhiFh “issH;”.i= 

preserved,^the chance of having a son.is much 
further postponed, and so, ^ . 

to lntantici primitive societies, 

Temperament in ttiree P Iilluu 

Ml-.- ! I v 

"Better if a daughter is not born, 
or does not remain alive. If she is 
born, then it is better if under the 
earth, if the burial banquet is 

combined with the birth. mahnr 

-verse of the Uignur 

Is this What happens in small ’primitive' 
tribes? Is this what happened a long time 
ago? Is this sort of thing unheard oin" 
culture? No. It just happens in different 

ways. 

In mid-January the first clinic °Pe n< |d in 
England which hailed to be the first British 
•choose the sex of your baby’ clinic. Two 
scientists are offering parents the chance to 
select a boy or a girl for £650. It caused an 
uproar from doctors, politicians, and ethics 
experts' [whatever they may be!] who called 
for laws to regulate a service which many 
fear will be used to order designer babies 
and could lead to abortion of the wrong sex. 

6 6HPU 


In countries such as China male childr 
are valued so much more than female children 

that infanticide is still C0 ^J° n P'rifvina 
Only in September this year did horrifying 
nirtures of Peking orphanages get printed in 
newspapers! The kSlliSg of babies because of 
their gender continues today, and o 
enormoufscale. The choice of the sex of your 
offspring could only worsen the problem. 

In modern China, the words of th e P°et Fu 
Xuan, writing in the third century BC, still 

ring true: , 

How sad it is to be a woman. 

Nothing on earth is held ®° ch ®®P* 

No one is glad when a girl is born. 

By her, the family sets no store. 

Tn a country with a population that has 
exploded from forty million in 1949 t0 ,°fj® 
noint two billion now, families are bound by 
Ki rl£S 'one child p.t f«UlT' l"- 
wants a female ’only child . Girls „ can "°' 
continue their family line. They 

considered worthless in the workforce. 

In one orphanage alone, 80u1 \ h . °, P j: k *"fr 
more than a thousand baby girlsdie 
- left In their beds to starve to death. This 
is wrong. And the choice of male children 
over female children cannot be allowed to 
continue. 

j arprn culture, where 

But even nf ln go We s 3 e v e rely chauvinistic, 
tradition is n tre nd towards boys 

there would still be S rartice hit different 
over girls. And as the p lags wave over 

'“““S’..l". »“ld be been. He «ould b. in » 

r U hd.«nKu* -i. crl “’ 

more war and more soci al con flict. 



"tr is iust a case of making do with female 
children if males are wanted. p/the/ did”1 1 
People don't have a c • we've got 

t “? ; oh .riii " jsrs . l *‘ 

ago. He already b“l on.i ^ tl „ 

apparently hoped for y , h didn't 

around. When he got another girl he ^ ^ 

kill her immediately. He di determined to 

% S‘S lor hat t b.t b. t P. »•*" 

VeiwhUs C t hU I disagree 3 with a everything she stands 
V for, I would ^nticlUeaders this country 
h hS had^thYs century. She was a wonderfully 
srronl roU 3 mode/ for my generation of 


. 4- : ~-* O 

So what? It doesn't really matter if Cl 

b :„di'd f "'iVulilT «. e ssi* ^ ~ 

will** treat the poignant cases where a child TV\ 0T1 f or evermore in this country._ 

Of a particular sex was yearnedJor - T ^U1VU-., ^ an illustration of how women 

children can go on to achieve so much more 
than male, if given half the chance If given 
the chance to live. Indeed, many of the most 
prominent women political leaders 
century have a common history of having no 
surviving brothers. Mrs Ghandi's brother died 
in childhood; Golds Meir had five baby 
brothers who dies in Czarist R uasia; Benazir 
Bhutto also lost her brother and Mrs Thatcher 
had none. In each case it seems that a girl 
came into her own because there was no son. 


particular sex was yearned 
there would always be poignant cases. Then 
gradually, the service would widen, and it 
would, without anyone noticing, become jus 
another personal choice. 

"Free choice is a good thing", 1 ® 

liberal [with a small 'll “T- Is f T che 
of the implications. , Thl " k ° f of ^he 
implications for the wo^id. Think of the 
implications for women. Which gender 
valued more? Men. 





”JNo," said Frances, “it is not. 


The results of a Gallup poll in 1970 
showed that among unmarried college students 
ninety percent of the males questioned and 
seventy-eight percent of the females wanted a 
son if they could have only one child. The 
same percentage of males who were not 
students also preferred sons: seventy percent 
of lower-class women, however, wished for a 
daughter. 

Nor do other statistics brighten the 
picture: if the first-born was a boy, parent 
waited on the average three months longer, 
before having the next child. After the birth! 
of a girl, American mothers experienced! 
significantly more emotional disturbances, 
pregnant women dreamt twice as often of male 
babies than female babies. These results 
indicate that, if sex predetermination is 
possible, that American husbands will want 
sons. 


"There has never been a time when 
tl C civilization stood more in need of 

AAV " individuals who are genuinely culture 

conscious, who can see objectively the 
social behaviour of other peoples 
without fear and recrimination." 

Ruth Benedict: Patterns of Culture, 1989. 

irjtt 

There always seems to be a fear of people 
criticizing you when you dare to speak out 
against the behaviour of another culture. But 
any behaviour which is oppressive and cruel 
Yy to a certain faction simply because of a 
II biological or racial difference needs to be 
criticized. Infanticide, due to the gender of 
a child, is wrong, regardless of the 

tradition, the context or the culture in 
which it takes place. Whether this is done by 
genetics, lack of care or hitting the baby 
over the head with a shovel, it needs to 
stop. Now. 



And that is in the USA. The statistics for 
China and India cannot be far from one 
hundred percent. Imagine if the sex could be 
determined for children all over the world 
for a small charge. Everyone whom had the 
means would pay and therefore most would 
spawn boys. 

That is not an option which appeals to me 
in any way. The fight for women to be 
regarded as equal to men seems doomed if 
parents can choose to have male children. If 
there are ten males to every female then the 
women would be given even less access to 
wealth and power than they are at present. 
That is an appalling scenario when the wealth 
and power of women now is taken in t 
account. 

But what can be done? I see little way of 
ensuring that sex selection does not become 
the norm. That women children are not 
considered less useful, profitable and 
worthwhile than male children. This 
assumption may be more prevalent and more out 
in the open in other cultures, but statistics 
showing the wishes of parent to have male 
children illustrate that it is nearly as 
common, albeit in a far more subtle [and 
therefore more dangerous?] way. This is the 
assumption that we need to continue to work 
towards altering, both in our culture and 
others. 
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OF 

ONE 


INTO 

ANOTHER 


STRENGTH 
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QUICKSAND 







WHO’S TO KNOW WHAT CAN BE KNOWN? 

AS ALL IS CRUMBLING PLACES, 

BETWEEN THE SHEETS THAT MOCK OUR SLEEP, 
THIS SLEEPER MUST AWAKEN. 

A FOREIGN TONGUE HAS TORN US DOWN 
AS I WRITHE SHAPING FACES, 

WEAR THE MASKS OF GUILT AND FROWN, 

TENSE RIDDEN SCRAWLED DISGRACES. 

: i 
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age 


Third Ages' new EP is here! 
Emotional, introspective, hardcore 
contemplation... music. It contains” 
four songs. Send $4 in U.S., $5 for 
World, to, Third Age, PO Box 903, 
Little Compton, RI. 02837. 


This is personal ’ 
not a business! 


m*. 




FLORA AND FAUNA ETCHED IT’S NAME, 

SO DEEPLY I CAN'T BREATHE 
NICOTINE AIR GRACES YOUR KNOWLEDGE SUPERSEDES. 


YOU DAMN WHO DAMNED SO MANY, 
RIGHTEOUS YOU MAY BE, 

DID YOU NAME THE UNNAMED THINGS THAT 
WRITHE BETWIXT YOU AND ME? 


MY DARLING, I WON'T BEGIN TO TOUCH- 
I’VE BECOME A TARRING BRUSH. 

CONTRADICTION, ADDICTION, FICTION, FRICTION. 
AS SUCH. 


I HEARD YOU SPEAK OF WORDS TO THEM 
CONSOLING BONDS SO TIGHT, 

A BREAKDOWN OF MY USE TO YOU, 

(THIS WIZARD MUST TAKE FLIGHT). 


NONE OF THE ABOVE 

by Jamie Tilley 


wanted me. So why do I feel rejected? That you want 
her. I should be happy for the two of you. It is 
hard. Yet I expected you to be happy. For me and 
him. When we were together. Together. Even that word 
makes me feel lonely. Will I ever not feel lonely? 
Do I ever want to not feel lonely? Surely then I 
would be dependent. Dependent on another. Like I 
once was on you. Then at some point. I would be 
going through all of this. Again. No. I do not want 
that. A little loneliness is worth the benefit. Of 
my independence. My strength that comes. From being 
alone. At the moment I want to be alone. For the 
foreseeable future I want to be alone. And I can 













My friend sent me this piece of writing as a 
contribution for sirnba. It made me cry. It made 
me feel so egocentric for putting so much of 
the writing that fills sirnba in print. It all 
seems so unimportant when I read something like 
this. Life and death. They make everything else 
seem so insignificant. Like I'm complaining 
about tiny things which really don’t matter. 
Being alive is what matters. The people that I 
love being alive is what matters. I feel so 
shallow - Vique. 


The thought of losing you is staggering, 
gjjr Last words were "channel 19, I'll call you 
IT'.: later." 

H Now condition is critical, you told me to 
pray for you, didn't I pray enough? Who was I 
praying to? Every night praying and in my head, 
*Nj sometimes out loud, saying "please don’t take 
* her away from me!" Crying myself to sleep, 
^ making myself sick to my stomach,afraid to hear 
« the phone ring because it may be my aunt 
V telling me you're gone. How will I act? What 
*£ will I say? What will happen to ray life when 
i \ you're gone? If I'm being selfish sue me. I 
l J don't give a fuck. 

feb There are times during the day I don't think 
about you and I hate myself for that. You are 
m priority. You are everything. You were there 
jfl from the beginning and I don’t want your life 
to end. You were there for me for everything 
« even when your address changed and you were 18 
jSTJ hours away instead of a walk up the stairs. I 
had a chance to be with you but I don't want 
-Jg| memories of a death. I want memories of life. I 
want memories of Epcot Center and the beach. I 
hope I'm doing the right thing. I hope you 
can’t go. My head is spinning. I'm going 
j£p fucking crazy. Please don’t leave me. 


Chris Duncan 

















° f we 3a y nothing. We all do nothing. Perhaps we just mumble u 

eaeh isn t it awful' or suchlike. If one of us spoke then the probler 
would lessen. But I don't know you. You might not back me up. You mighl 
IKE] seeing that kid kicked in the head. You might have kicked some othei 
kid m the head at the last show. I don't know. 


*iJ* h a aC f h l S • t p hiS u° d ° With har dcore? I hear you say. Well [a] I don't 
it has toVwi^ 1 ife^and* that°i d ° With hardcore 0r not an Yway, because 
And [bl everything There is no Hi f/ eaSOn e K ° U8 C ° b * Writin § a bout it. 


put I dtwn t to n ?he Wt 7h 1 . d ° n ? t .i"« rvena - 0ne P 0S3lt, le explanation has been 
hivhor rhc 6 theol i y of diffusion of responsibility' - whereby the 

intervening pr h e36nt C3USes the “kelihood 0 / one 

likelv it k ssen - Th<at 13 Perhaps why the smaller the show the less 

around you think * why ^hoii’ld S % U ^ ±f there are tWenCy People standing 
deal with it Why should r^ 1 an Y c ding, I'm sure somebody else will 

...» yi^j'L£z l Li .ar eh i:. 

*’ t61nkln ® Ch “ «»»IM and in tb. .nS 


t>.pon“ib", f °f r „' c ,'k “ P °.”*“’ 11U7 *• diffused, and Mr Nobody' beoo.a, 

?o.a c'los, ,n™ a gh ‘* e "o Tb, 'l" 1 17“"“ »“■">« ««r b.r.3 

paid to come and see Tr'c, nrkhr ,H r able to see the band they'd 

arseholes that hurt people. 7 3 faults because nobody stood up to the 


"In 1964, in the Queens's district of 
New York City, Kitty Genovese was 
attacked and murdered. The murder took 
place around 3am and the murderer left 
the scene three times before returning 
to finish stabbing the victim to 
death. The murder took half an hour. 

She crawled to her apartment door, 
repeatedly screaming that she was being 
murdered and pleading for help. Two 
weeks after the event, the New York 
Times, following up a police tip, 
carried the horrifying news that thirty- 
eight neighbours had witnessed the 
event from their windows and none had 
responded, even to 'phone the police." 

[LATANE & DARLEY, 1968; J. Pe 
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I might be laughed at by you standing next to me, as well as the kid 
that I shout at. And I do not like to be laughed at. Worse still, I couldj 
get hit myself. People usually only behave altruistically if they can 
gain something for themselves. Therefore I'll only hassle someone if they 
hurt me or my friends. And that is wrong. That means that if I see a 
stranger getting hurt I will do nothing. But then you, standing next to 
me, are doing nothing as well. 


The reactions of those around us greatly affects our likelihood to 
something ourselves. The more people around us that are doing nothing 
means that we are more likely to do nothing. If nobody else defines the 
situation as an emergency or a problem then we are not likely to do so. 
Or even if we think that there _L_s a problem we do nothing for fear of 
embarrassment. 'If the others look calm and unbothered then there can't 
be anything wrong' goes through our heads. But if one person takes the 
initiative and looks perturbed, then others follow suit quickly. 


The crowd behaviour in the pit at a hardcore gig can be likened tc 
crowd behaviour at a football game or a riot. People are doing things 
that they never would do alone. They never would do if there weren't the 
aspect of a fast moving crowd with no-one knowing where that kick to 
their head came from because by the time they feel the pain the aggressor 
been re- swallowed by the other kids. GUSTAVE LE BON said, in 1895, 
t: I 


the crowd is always intellectually 
inferior to the isolated individual 
....The mob man is fickle, credulous,] 
and intolerant, showing the violence 
and ferocity of primitive beings.” 


Although this quote seems dated, the modern counterpart of his theory 
still exists today, and is aptly titled 'deindividualization'. Many 
studies have shown the effect that a group situation can have on an 
individual when circumstances occur whereby they feel that they have lost 
their personal identities and have merged anonymously into a group. This 
produces diminished restraints against impulsive and violent behaviour 
and other cognitive and emotional conditions associated with unruly mob 
behaviour. Circumstances that increase the likelihood of this type of 
behaviour include assured anonyminity [an example of this being at a show 
away from home] or wearing a costume or uniform ['seen the kid with his 
hood pulled right over his head being a total cock?'] 


So I know that the violent kids are hurting people. And you know that 
too. Neither of us think it is right. Yet neither of us do anything about 
it unless we become directly involved in the violence. I care even less 
if I am not even upfront. I care even less if I don't like the band. But 
I should care. Because kids like that shouldn't be allowed to get away 
with it. They shouldn't be allowed the adrenalin kick from jumping on 
some poor person's head, or kicking them in the face. They shouldn't be 
allowed that. But who is going to stop them? I am not capable of doing 
anything. And if I am upfront and near the violence then the likelihood 
is that I’ll be too^ busy watching the band to bother about being part of 
the pit police. But then I am shirking my responsibility. So are you. 
Someone has to take responsibility. Someone has to. It might as well be 
you and me. 


[ 








I thought I was over him. I don't get such 
bad pangs of desire when I see him. I don't 
think about him. I don't fantasize about him. 

I don't even think I would say yes if he 
propositioned me, I like to think that I 
would not, anyway. But then I dream. And I 
cream of him. In my dreams I kiss him. He 
whispers apologies. He whispers compliments. 
He whispers promises. I believe them all. I 
accept them all. And we kiss. 

I awake. I am disturbed. It has been so 
long now. So long since we were together. 
When I am conscious I do not yearn for him. 
When I am awake I can use my intelligence and 
experience to control my urges. To control my 
heart. But it seems that when I am asleep I 
have no control. And it makes me think that I 
must like him so mucn more than I even admit 
to myself. I cannot get him out of my dreams. 

I am fooling myself to think he is out of my 
heart. Out of my life. 

And months pass and I feel less and less 
screwed-up over him. But the dreams continue. 
They seem to be getting more frequent. They 
are not dependent on whether I have seen him. 
They are not dependent upon anything that I 
can recognise. But perhaps they are dependent 
upon my unconscious longings. Otherwise, why 
would they persist? Every so often, I dream 
of him, and I experience so much haopiness; 
both in the dream and during the stage 
between asleep and awake. But then I realise 
it to be just a dream. For a moment I am sad. 
But then I tell myself that I do not want him 
anyway. That I want another. 

My dreams make me doubt myself. They make 
me doubt whether I am being honest with 
myself. Whether I am just blocking out 
unpleasant thoughts in order to make my life 
better. Thoughts of him. I do not want 
thoughts of him. And I would not have dreams 
of him. But I feel that there is nothing that 
I can do to stop it. I just wonder when it 
will end. 

■ -*?'■ 




Why do you think that you know me? You insult) 
me. You insult me by saying that just becausej 
you have read simba that you know me. That we! 
are close. You : only know what I want you to! 

know. You only know what I choose for you to' 

know. You only know what hundreds of other ; 
people are also reading. What makes you think] 
that you are so special that you can know me! 
through these words? What makes you think) 
that you can interpret something more than] 
others can? Why do you think that you know me] 
when I have never even spoken to you. You § 
have never looked into my eyes. You have' 
never heard my voice. You have never put yourj 
arms around me. And you probably never will. 

So you do not know me. You do not have the I 

slightest clue who I am. I am a far deeper! 

and a far more complex person than you can i 
infer from these pages. And you insult me by) 
saying otherwise. You deem me shallow and j 
'easy to understand. You are saying that my j 
life is an open book and by reading some \ 
articles on random events in my life that you! 
know me. That I • am your friend. Perhaps that 
is what friendship is to you? But it is not 
to me. To me it is something so much more. ^ 
Something so, so, much more. For one thing, a 
friendship needs to be a two-way thing. And 1 
don’t even think that I like you. You may; 
like me. But don’t say that you know me. 
Please. 













Today, about an hour ago, I was walking to my car 
in the centre of Brighton. I walked past an 
alleyway, which leads to a little courtyard of 
houses. The thought came in to my mind "I lost my 
virginity down there". This was the first time that 
I had ever had this thought. Ever. I started to 
think about it. Really think about it. I have 
reached some coneius ions. 


Now, when I think about it, for the first time 
ever in my life I am angry. At the time I just took 
it all in my stride and didn’t really even consider 
that I had lost my virginity. But in reality i guess 
I did. he was the first person to put his penis 
inside of me. i had got play with other boys before, 
but nothing apart from fingers. He placed his seven 
inch penis r i ght inside my vagina. He was my first. 

I do not want him to have been my first. want to 
have lost my virginity to my first love, I loved 
Toby. I wanted him to be 'the one It makes me 
really angry that he wasn't. 


any longer. That was where I 
do not want it to be where I 
want to be able to say that I 
my first love. For over five 
that. I cannot deny the facts 


I cannot deny it 
Iost my virginity. I 
lost my virginity. I 
Iost my virginity to 
years I have thought 
any Ionger . _ 


I was fucking asleep for Christ's sake! 
completely and utterly took advantage of me. I w 
sixteen years old. Drunk. Asleep. He was twenty-on 
obviously not that drunk and very muen awake. I fe 
violated. It happened al I that time ago, but now 
am only beginning to realise the full importance 
what occurred on the twenty-ninth of July 1987. 


My sixteenth birthday had been two days earlier 
and I was out celebrating with my friend Una. We 
went to a club and then to a party. met a man. He 
seemed really nice - he was very good-i ook i ng. We 
talked for a while and he made it clear that he was 
interested in me. We went to sit on the floor in one 
of the rooms at the party. We kissed. After an hour 
or so of kissing ne asked me if I wanted to go for a 
walk. I agreed. So, off I went for a walk, at three 
O'clock in the morning, with a man I had known for 
about an hour and a half. He was twenty-one, his 
name was Frank and he was a recording engineer. That 
was all thati knew about him. Yet I trusted him. 


I cannot be I ieve that i denied it to myself for 
this long. I mean, f or fucks sake, I b i ea . So he 
obviously broke my hymen. Could it have been any 
more obvious? It scares me how much i can lie to 

__ myself. I lied about this experience for six years. 

5 party and he I lied to myself and to others. Including Toby. God. 

foil owed him, I fee I so shitty. I want to turn back the cl ock and 

joing. He saidf.' never leave the party with that man. What did I 

;y and we went think I was doing? _ _ 

5SS - ne said ? j ■ - ^ ■88f W ffb 

e and that we . * •** - JA r ■ J Mli 


into the lounge we went and we started getting- 
off with each other again. Soon we were both naked. 
He wanted me to have sex with him. I refused. He 
said that he had condoms, but l continued to refuse. 

I was a virgin and I wanted to lose my virginity to 
somebody that i loved. I hardly knew him. So we just 
fooled around and that was really cool. By then it 
was around four thirty in the morning and I was so 
tired. I had been drinking a lot and I was so tired, 
l found it so hard to stay awake. _ 


of someone who was 


a I don't know why l am writing about tnis. i don t 
know what it will achieve. Perhaps it will at least 
al low me to accept what happened. And oernaps it 
will make others real i se that sexual abuse can take 
jfel many forms. There was no violence. He stopped when i 
asked him to. When i woke up. But that is not good 
enough. He should not have penetrated me when I was 
asleep when i had made it clear tnat I did not want 
£-4 (Os to have sex with him. He should not have stolen my 
virginity from me. it was mine. Mine to give to wno 
gg* I chose. Mine to keep until l was ready to give it 
Mine. He stole it. I can never get it back. 


The next thing tha' 
find Frank on top of me 
was fully inside my vai 
me. I ye I led at him an 
of me. I called him 
immediately pulled out 
some completely strangi 
that bothered. Perhac 
iPerhaps because I did 
significance of what 
I getting-off with each 
recoI lection that he c 
was six years ago so 
memories of Frank are_ i 
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Are you a feminist? What does it mean? Do 
you know? Or are you just jumping on the next 
bandwagon as it rides through the hardcore 
scene? First you had to be vegetarian to be 
cool. Now you need to be vegan. First you had 
to be non-sexist to be cool. Now you have to be 
a feminist. But how much do you need to know 
for it to mean something? Can you define 
feminism? Can you discuss women’s issues? 
Or are you just following the hardcore trends 
without examining how the clique’s beliefs 
relate to your own? 



But should you need to have read feminist 
literature to be a feminist? I don’t claim to 
know much about factory farming and 
animal abuse, but I know why I am vegan. I 
have the belief that animals are our equals 
and to deprive them of life is inherently 
wrong. 



Perhaps the same can be said of someone 
claiming to be a feminist. It matters not how 
many books you have read as long as you 
know why you believe in women’s rights. If 
you adhere to the belief that there are no 
biological differences causing the inequalities 
that exist between the genders. If you believe 
that all of the differences between men and 
women are culturally created. If you believe 
that a woman has a right to control her own 
body, her own mind and her own future, as 
much as a man does. Then you can surely call 
yourself a feminist? 


But a belief system does not mean that a 
person acts in a certain way. A person may 
believe that animals dfeserve rights of their 
own, but may think meat and/or dairy “tastes 
too good” to do anything about it. 
Ideologically their beliefs may be hard to 
differentiate from a vegetarian or vegan, but 
they do not carry their beliefs through. You 
can know something is wrong or right. But the 
belief changes nothing. The behavior does. 


The same can be said of feminism, you may 
believe that women have equal rights, but I 
don’t see that you can label yourself a 
feminist unless your behavior reflects these 
beliefs. Unless you don’t try not to behave in a 
' sexist manner, not to use sexist language and 


not treat a person in a certain way simply 
because of their gender. Unless you school 
your friends when they behave in a sexist 
manner, use sexist language or treat a person 
in a certain way simply because of their 
gender. If you don’t call other people up on 
their behavior. If you don’t take any direct 
action regarding feminism. If you don’t treat 
women with respect. Then perhaps you are not 
a feminist. 

Feminism is more than asking a straight¬ 
edge girl to write an article in your fanzine. 
It’s more than not using the word bitch. It’s 
about treating that woman who serves you in 
the cafeteria with as much respect as possible. 
It’s about treating women as equals in all 
situations. It’s about not expecting your 
mother to wait upon you hand and foot when 
you are home, because she’s your mum and 
she’s willing to do it and always has done. You 
can stop her and you should. 


Having a girlfriend who doesn’t wear lots of 
makeup and high-heeled shoes isn t enough. 
Looking for a smart girlfriend rather than a 
dumb one isn’t enough. Treating her well is 
what it’s all about. Abuse can take many 
forms. It’s not just about rape or beating. It 
can be about making the other person feel so 
fucking insecure by continued put-downs and 
patronizing remarks that her self-esteem 
dissipates. And then you appear^the ' 


man and she turns co you for support and 
praise. So you have all the power. You have 
the control. That is wrong. A relationship 
need to help both parties grow in a positive 
direction,. Not one surge ahead on the back of 
the other. 

Feminism means that you make sure that 
your male friends are treating their 
girlfriends right. That they are treating all 
women right. It’s all about calling your 
friends up on their shit. It’s not about sticking 
your head in the sand. The boa t needs rocking 
for the sake of that woman your friend may be 
shitting on. The boat needs rocking for all 
women. The boat has been left unrocked for 
far too long. Capsize it. 



I 








I feel it necessary to discuss abor¬ 
tion. I had a conuersation with a pro¬ 
life woman for the first time in about 
four and a half years today. I hope I 
don't again. I became so angry once 
the conuersation was ouer. I lay in 
bed and just fumed and at two o'clock 
in the morning I felt compelled to sit 
up in bed and write this for “666". I 
was totally calm when I spoke to her 
- I do such odd things which surprise 
me... I didn't get cross with her at 
the time. Now I am angry. Uery an¬ 
gry. How dare that woman, orothers 
like her, attempt to infringe upon 
MV freedom regarding MV body? How 
dare she think her morality is supe¬ 
rior to mine? Ulhat makes her be- 
lieue one hundred percent that she is 
right whilst I am wrong. 

The example of "meat is murder" 
was argued to me. That if I see meat 
eaters as murderers because I see 
meat eating as wrong, then surely I 
can see that if one uiews abortions 
as murder that abortionists are mur¬ 
derers too. The linkthat if I see meat 
eating as murder and want meat 
eating to be illegal then surely it isn't 
ridiculous to think abortion should 
be illegal. 

My reply to this is that euen if I 
uiewed the killing of animals "mur¬ 
der" I would not judgeacarniuoreas 
a "murderer" unless they had been 
educated and exposed to the uiable 
alternatiue of ueganism. The same 
cannot be said of abortion for there 
is no uiable alternatiue to an un¬ 
wanted pregnancy. Rnyway, I don't 
uiew "meat as murder" as my rea¬ 
sons for ueganism stem from politi¬ 
cal rather than emotiue sources. I 
see it as a means of liuing a lifestyle 
whereby UNECESSRRV cruelty and pain 
to others is limited as much as pos¬ 
sible. Eating meat is unecessary in 
my enuironment. Terminating an un¬ 
wanted pregnancy is necessary. It is 
a matter of hauing a choice of uiable 
alternatiues compared with only one 
choice. 

She has no solution to the problem 
of abortion. She offers no alterna¬ 
tiue. "Adoption" is mumbled to me. 
Adoption is only a uiable option in 
wealthy Western countries such as 
the USR. It is not an alternatiue in 
Great Britain, where there are not 
enough families to adopt/foster chil¬ 
dren. There just isn't. 


People need to stop seeing things 
in terms of the USR. They need to 
examine problems from a global per- 
spectiue. They need to see adoption 
as only uiable in the USR and that 
therefore adoption is not an alter¬ 
natiue solution to the problem of 
unwanted babies. 

Women like this one should see m 
that to ascribe their morals onto 
women of different races, religions, 
cultures and priuileges is judgmen¬ 
tal, arrogant and egalitarian [white, 
Christian, middle-class women know 
best?]. It may be right for you. But 
what of a woman with a different 
life to you? How can you sit there, all 
pious, and pass judgement on all the 
women of the world. 

I'm not shouting liberal wank about 
"freedom". I’m screaming that can't 
you see that you need to look at 
things from a multi-racial perspec- 
tiue. R multi-cultural perspectiue. R 
multi-ethnic perspectiue. 

And if you are pro-choice and sim¬ 
ply think "this isn't how I feel, Uique 
isn't screaming at me." Then think 
again. For I don't doubt that you are 
complacent, euen smug, because we 
haue the choice. We haue abortion 
rights and these "crazy pro-lifers" 
do nothing. Well, not only is that 
fucking naiue, in terms of dismissing 
a powerful pressure group, but is 
also, once again, looking at things 
from a geographically local uiew- 
point. In countries such as South 
Africa and Northern Ireland abortion 
is illegal. Abortion is illegal. Compla¬ 
cent? Vou need not to be. The fight is 
by no means ouer. The fight for any 
woman to be able to terminate her 
own pregnancy if she wishes to is by 
no means ouer. The fight will con¬ 
tinue. Rnd we will win. 










Well, the start of winter came and went 
and this thing still isn’t done. Never a split 
zine again. Never. It is now Christmas, 
two days after to be precise. And Jason 
and I have two more pages to fill. He was 
meant to do both, but I'm stealing some of 
his room because there was some stuff 
that I wanted to say. 

The thing that Christina wrote about 
straight-edge and veganism I totally dis¬ 
agree with - not that I want to do the in- 
zine-squabbling-thing, but I need to say 
this. I don't see a person being straight¬ 
edge a "personal” thing, It, like veganism, 
is a political choice. And I do not think it 
is wrong to judge someone on their politi¬ 
cal choices, to judge someone for their 
beliefs, opinions and values, IF [and I 
stress this] they have the privileges and 
opportunities to be educated about these 
choices. What else can you judge a person 
on? Not judge in terms of whether they 
are good or bad, but judge in terms of 
perceiving whether we have things in 
common, whether we can have a friend¬ 
ship and enhance each others’ lives. I 
don't judge a person according to their 
personality characteristics - whether they 
are extrovert or introvert, whether happy 
or sad, or whether loud or quiet. I judge a 
person on things they have, to a greater 
degree, have control over - such as their 
beliefs and values and opinions. To me 
these things make up the person. I surely 
don't need to explain why straight-edge 
and veganism are political and not per¬ 
sonal choices. I just felt the need to ex¬ 
plain why a person's political choices and 
opinions and important in colouring my 
perception of them as a person. 

Seeing as I am using Jason's computer 
and Jason's space in "666" I feel justified 
in being able to switch between topics 
that are completely unrelated. At least I 
use paragraphs! [hee hee] I just wanted to 
say that the Nightmare Before Christmas 
is one of the best movies in the whole 
world - Jason and I have seen it three 
times now and we need all of the mer¬ 
chandise - we need kids to send us the 
toys because we don't have any of them. 

We need kids to distribute this fat zine 
- Americans contact Jason and people 
everywhere also contact me. We'll sell you 
the zines cost-price, but don't cut on us 
for the high cost because we are getting it 
printed at "Punks with Presses" on re¬ 
cycled paper - so you cannot say anything 
because we deserve props for that. We 
don't need kids moaning about the cost - 
so just don’t OK? 

That's it. Write me a letter & 
send me tapes & stickers & patches 
& toys & presents. Hardcore is all 
about packages. Vique. 


Yeah, fishsticks and lipstick, 
motherfucker. And I swear to god, 
it's all about meeting (halfway) in 
Kansas. Hmm, so the layout on my 
page was really poor, who cares? 
Hide the cake and all that. Being 
mean, or at least pre-meditating it is 
where it's at. I got a letter today 
telling me that how I am is "just not 
nice." OK, well maybe that's true, but 
really what does some girl from MA 
know about that, anyways? I mean, I 
could understand it if seth knew, but 
that's only b/c me and him are so 
close, so... 

Christmas day they had shrimp and 
Jesus Christ it totally sucks b/c no one 
thought to invite me. They just totally 
overlooked me and that's just really 
mean, and even jack should have 
known that I'd want to take part. I 
mean, tell daisy shrimp, for Christ's 
sake. And then Mary lou says that it 
would have been a waste to save 
some for me, I mean what does that 
mean? Dude it fucking hurts. What 
does that mean, does it mean that I am 
a waste? Even if it was only in her 
eyes, it still would be bad, you know? 
And the nightmare of XchadX calling 
me at other kid's houses comes true 
once more. And they say they're mad, 
but really they're just so jealous. I see 
right through that one. 
Man, just b/c I went to the zoo this 
summer doesn't mean that I'm a bad 
vegan. I mean the reptile house was 
cool and esp. tapping on the glass, 
it's OK as long as pinhead didn't get 
any pictures. I mean if dad sent me 
cheeseburgers at skool I'd eat them 
anyways b/c lassie (and rin-tin-tin for 
that matter) both agree with me that 
being vegan has nothing to do with 
not eating meat or dairy, but instead 
it's about flip flops and bad 
longsleeve rave shirts and hwa (fuck 
it, suck it or leave it alone) and 
eating french fries in roy rogers 
while yelling at kids about how 
they're tools for supporting big 
companies. Yeah. Lick in pull it up 
baby girl, now I am mocking you. 

Daisy. 


Fuck you all... full on basement time. Full on 
mocking time. This zine is late although I am 
sure no one cares, or at least no one wants to 
hear about it. Unlike vique I am going to be 
doing a split zine again. Stupid me. 

At this point I am very annoyed and 
everything is shit and I am more than exceed¬ 
ingly pessimistic. I don't care any way at all. 
I am listening to man lifting banner and at least 
that is an enjoyable thing in my life. I am 
supposed to go to this big Boston show which 
I am scared about. No Kids I know but like 
three are going. 

See Vique, I can use paragraphs, so fuck 
ou. You fucker-bitch-fucker. So it's all about 
aving kids stay at your house and you mak¬ 
ing a total effort to be nice to them, and them 
still thinking you're really mean and elitist. 
Like the snow is under my control? Like I can 
help it if my basement is really cold? How am 
I meant to entertain kids - juggle sticks and 
balance on my seesaw whilst reciting poetry? 
I think not. I am not the entertainer. I am just 
the host. And for once I was a good one and 
these random kids totally didn't see that I was 
being good, even though I had baba ganouj 
food poisoning [diarrhea pos]. I am never 
ood and now I remember why I never usually 
other - no-one appreciates it and it's just a 
waste of time. 

Anyway, I don't know whether we're going 
to Boston now. Viq just wants to go to see Mel 
and Adam from Canada. I just don't care. We 
could just stay here and then we don't have to 
deal with all of the people that we don't want 
to deal with. I really can't be bothered. What¬ 
ever. But Viq's cracking the whip and making 
me talk about all of this because Ihave nothing 
else to say. This is finally the end and I cannot 
believe that we have a fat zine all for the kids. 
You need to appreciate the amount of work 
that has gone into this. So much work. 

Did I tell you I love the Nightmare Before 
Christmas? Well, we all know I love to repeat 
myself in K.T.R. anyway, so let me tell you 
again. The arrow devil and the withered wing 
demon are the best characters, apart from 
Jack, who is the best. And he has the same 
name as my Dad. You really wanted to know 
that random detail didn't you? I thought so. 
You love it. 

And Viq is right about us getting it printed 
at a really expensive place. And you need to 
fuck off if you have any complaints. We don't 
know any kids to get scams with and it needed 
to be printed, not copied, anyway. So. Love it 
or fuck off. 

Well, you didn't think I would spend a 
whole column writing and manage not to 
mention sex did you? Well, for traditions sake 
here is the token mention about sex and mas¬ 
turbation. About giving baby Jesus a blow- 
job in the middle of DC. There. There is 
nothing more to say. That says it all. 

And it's one thing to sing along to hardline 
bands., It's another to buy their merchandise 
and support their movement. It's OK to 
clapdance out of the car window to Vegan 
Reich. It"s not to support some dumb hardline 
kid selling hardline shirts iust because they 
say something good about being vegan. You 
need to not give your money to homophobic 
kids. It is that simple. 

OK, that is it. It is over. Vique can't crack 
the whip anymore because it is done. 

Jason. 

Yeah I swear I wrote this! and to all.. please see 
second iconoclast song. Oh yeah I did not write the 
thing titled sean capone in the last issue, he did. 


I Everyday I say that I am going to take a walk in the glen. I also say that I 
am going to take a shower but I never end up doing it. I don't think that I 
I have been in the glen for at least four or five weeks. Today would have been 
a perfect day because it wasn't freezing out. Full on vegan vitamins 
Rainbow light nutritional systems 207 Mcpherson st., santa cruz ca 95060 


D 


n t 


Yeah so I started this like five months ago. This is five months worth of 
change. Vique is over and she is acting like my serious big sister slave driver. 
She has been cracking the whip on me to get this shit done. 


Doing this zine, this issue, the one you now hold in your hand, has been one 
of the most difficult things I have done in a long time. I just was not interested 
in it. It took me far longer than any other one I have ever done. I think it is 
fairly fat which I believe to be a good thing. Well I would have to say that 
even if I felt that this zine was a task it is very worth it for me. I don't think 
there is anything more empowering (oh no not that word) than realizing that 
other people feel the same way as you do and that you are not a aberration. 

I am not only speaking about the homosexuality issue, although since I 
started this zine I have felt much better by far about my role in line and all 
sexuality in general. Having people tell me that reading my zine made them 
feel good about themselves or made the "guilt" go away is the main reason 
I want to keep doing this zine. I see life not as a bunch of unconnected mess, 
but as a whole slew of shit that intermingles. Revision , revision, revision. 

I don't want to be elitist or snobby with this. I wish I could destroy my self 
righteousness, but as we all know that task is far from being easy. I am trying 
to learn and that is what you will find on these pages and the pages to come 
in the future. I expect to change. I expect to have a different outlook later 
on in life. I don't wish to buy into the bullshit that traps all of us, I only mean 
I want to learn and I will try to accept new information and new ideas. I wish 
to be around like minded people, although, I do not intend to only stay around 
people I am totally in agreement with. I want to be around people that I argue 
with. I want to fight people... in a loving way of course. I do not think that 
I am great or that I am bringing up any fantastic new ideas, only expressing 
the shit that comes into my head. Much of it might have already been said 
and may be quite trite and cliched. I can only try to be more of my own self 
so more of my self comes out in these pages and in my life in general. So kids 
like this zine or don't it is your decision. Write to me if you wish and I will 
try to promptly reply. If I owe anyone anything please contact me because 
I have made several moves and have lost a thing or two... sorry. I don't think 
1 will be doing any split zines that are major efforts outside of number seven 
with barry's zine which may be called HausFrau. I am excited for his zine 
to come out because he is smart and it should be a great zine. Also please do 
not get angry or feel slighted by me if I have trouble keeping up mail 
relationships. I am not the best letter writer and I think that most people can 
take this zine as being my letter. Nothing much else is up in my life and this 
is several pages of what is going on. Again I will make a real effort to be better 
at mail and communication in general. People need to know that if they meet 

me I will be exceedingly 
shy. That is just the way I 
am. Iam not like my zine 
in person. This is one 
aspect of my personality 
and me in person is an¬ 
other aspect. Please don't 
feel put off if I seem like a 
jerk it is only my in per¬ 
son personality. What¬ 
ever. I am in the base¬ 
ment listening to mike 
reid. He is sort of like 
alan martin. But he does 
not have a chopped up 
ear. Ahh. Perhaps I should 
talk about this issue some 
more. At anyrate I will 
talk about seven for a sec¬ 
ond. I did it but the lay out 
pages have gotten lost. I 
have no idea where it is, 
or could be. Of course I 
am highly upset about it 
being lost. Whatever, I 
will have to do it all over 
again if I can not find it 
somewhere. This issue in 
your hand is a variety of 



Who's got flavor? 


things that make me want to live: Jesus Christ superstar, propaganda core 
(vegan reich, raid, man lifting banngr, shelter), if you know one you know 
our purpose, elnail, zines, hermafTresse, global dumping ground, earth 

h* at 

joseph Campbell, anne rfjfpgte the musical, masturb^/n - which 
incidentally is doing that gre&urajob, caught looking, thenummus and 
taboli bar I got the caf to put in, ulysses food, and all of the kids I would 
call-my friends, oh also being productive. I can't believe that I almost 
forefeftFrM lip., if all eLse failed that would be the sole reason to 

i most ithings ftnat 


are goo 


o g o<r 


my thoughts. It contradicts its self a lot. That is in one way the whole purpose 
of the thing. To talk and to say whatever. Not to censure as much as possible 
and try to get out the stupid shit and the good shit. And the stuff that I don't 
want to think about. If a few kids like this and get something out of it then 
I guess it is worth it. I went sledding the other day. It was great. The hill was 
short but extremely steep. At the bottom there was a upward curve. About 
half of the time when I got to the little hill at the bottom I would fall off of 
the sled or would actually fly off of the sled. It was incredibly fun and funny. 
I wish I had one of those disk sleds though because they are much better. I 
was on one of those sleds with the metal parts underneath. The red sleds that 
were the only kind until I became like eight or something. And those great 
disks and flat plastic sleds came out. I got a plastic sled for my birthday one 
year. The kids broke it yesterday. It was in fairly bad condition so it wasn't 
so bad that it broke. Annoying but not devastating. I got it in like fifth or 
fourth or maybe even third grade. I also got this book about a dog who gets 
horribly abuse by its ow n er. I think the book was big red. 



I am looking for all nightmare before Christmas gear., toys, 
books, posters... you know the merchandising. 


A quote "yeah I am a really good person to fight, because I don’t fight dirty 

at all" Yeah next issue I guess there will be some quotes and book things 
(reprints) and interviews. I also think that I will start to review things , 
zines and records., books also., so if you have them please send them and I 
will do reviews. The next issue after the one with barry will be 32 pages 
fullsize. Hopefully it can still be a dollar but we will have to see. It can cost 
a lot to print up a zine and that should be noted. I want to trade books . 
Anyone who has good books or knows of good books to read please contact 
me. And on to the subject of elitism.. I have no interest in judging people. 
I don't care about what people are into. I am not going to treat someone like 
shit because they are where I was whenever. 1 know that all of this is just 
progression and that I still have a long way to go. I don't care what place a 
person is at. Like jamesjoyce said everyone is interesting in some way. I 
have had some trouble with issues four and three so if you need them please 
contact me. I still have one (about twenty) and two left. They are one dollar 
each. I am always looking for people to distribute this zine. 
If anyone wants to please contact me. I will deal with stores and individuals. 
One thing., please don't put this zine in places like tower if you get it. I don't 
want it there so much and if it were to go there I would rather have some 
control over it. Also please if anyone reprints my stuff please send me a copy 
of your zine. It is common courtesy. All that is in here is free to be reprinted. 
Please also put my address on whatever you reprint. Thanks a lot. As I am 
sure most other kids are like I love to get demos. If you have a demo please 
send it in. Well that is about it from me. Thanks and enjoy, v Jason 




































"TOO MUCH CAFFEINE IN MY BLOODSTREAM" 


So I guess right now I feel like a total coffee 
achiever. I ran around looking for someone to 
play with but everyone is in bed because it is 
fairly late. I did literally run all around campus. 
It was great. I have a feeling that this is going 
to turn into one of the more personal parts of 
the zine which is good. Right now I am in long 
underwear and big flip flops as well as a pair of 
grandpa shorts which are green I might add. 
Happiness has set in, my life is going great 
right now which makes me very glad. I do 
smell horrid and I should probably shower 
tonight so I don’t get rashes under my arms. 

Just read half of this book "global dumping 
ground" it is quite fascinating. Wonder how 
much is sensationalism. Which reminds me 
about hoping for the worst. One day I will have 
to write about that. I think I will send my dad 
the book, I would like to know what he would 
think. I am also going to send him "diet for a 
new america" Nothing wrong with giving 
propaganda to my parents. Now I am going to 
take a shower. I hope this whole zine doesn't 
turn into one big rant about the environment 
and politics and veganism. I sincerely hope 
that I discuss personal stuff also. Sorry about 
the incessant screaming about that other stuff it 
simply happens to be on my mind. I have some 
wonderful ideas for this zine. Things that I 
think most people can totally get into. I am 
exceedingly inspired right now and i believe 
that this zine might be my best one yet. Time 
will tell. It is 3:40 I finished reading my book 
and I am still wide awake. I keep listening to 
the vr cassingle and getting more and more 
excited. Egad I am going to have to go outside 
and run around. Remember coffee in the 
morning not the evening. I need to get to sleep. 
Full power. Umm grree grrr I can't stop. I am 
wigging the hell out. Excitement is overflow¬ 
ing in me. I can't read anymore because I am 
too restless. TV time. Bad experience, went up 
to the dance space and their was a scary freddy 
kruger sounding noise. I ran down the hall 
back to the offices to where there was a 
woman. Today is the next day. Democratic 2. 
in accordance with the principal of equal rights 
for all. Too much caffeine in my blood stream. 
Too much lack of love in my life. No I can't 
really say that I am lonely or not lonely. 
Sometimes I am. Although, most of the time I 
don't want to have anything to do with anyone. 

I only want to hang out in my room and read 
and type. Often I get discouraged and don’t 
want to do my zine anymore because I fear that 
I am just repeating the same trite unrealistic 
opinions that all of the rest of those shitty zines 
do. I fear that I am reduced to sloganeering 
and my logic is just sentiment. I feel like 
grizzly adams or something, when I look into 
the mirror. I keep wanting to take a shower 
today. I seem to think that it is going to be nice 
and make me feel good. It is just too cold 
outside that I don’t want to. I don't want to take 
off my clothes because of how low the tem¬ 
perature is in my room. You would think that I 
wouldn't have to freeze in my own room. But 
no I almost get frostbite when I lay on my bed. 
Makes me want to never jerk off. I found my 
calculator, very nice. It is wonderful. I haven't 
had a math class for quite a while now. Last 
summer I was on a complete math kick. I 
wanted to study math immensely. I only have 
one cup of soup in my drawer. I am., well not 
so bad right now, but usually I tend to be 
starving. I am supposed to be reading my 
books but I suppose this is a worthwhile thing 


to be doing. Yeah sitting here listing to some 
commicore. It digs deep down. Tell it to god 
man because he is the only one that is going to 
listen to your bullshit. The only one that is 
going to care about your plans for survival. I 
would say that i would rather die with a gun in 
my hand than on the toilet. I would rather die 
trying to survive than any other way. And yes 
I agree with you my friends today is a 
beautiful, fantastic day for dying. Works kid. 
Got em, get em. Hook me up. I quote "and it 
is not as if I am not lonely enough already and 
then I have these kids thwarting me through 
the mail". My whole zine is not a testament 
to my patheticness and sadness. So right now 
I am eating dried pineapple slices and they are 
beginning to make me sick. But I keep eating 
them. Total compulsion. I can't deal with it 
when I get food because I feast hard. I am 
like a fish, you can’t give fish a lot of food or 
they will eat it all at one time. I mean I am 
not as bad as that but I am pretty bad. I wont 
eat my whole box of food, although, I will eat 



a totally unnecessary amount. Or I will drink 
far too much coffee and then never be able to 
get to bed. Right now I am eating cookies. 
Can’t stop myself. Perhaps I should make up a 
rule that I can only eat when I am starving. 
Then all of my food wont be gone in two 
days. Happiness is a very large 3d jesus 
picture on the wall. I may have to call this 
issue jay tries to get deeper into things. Or jay 
realizes he is an idiot and he will always be 
one, although, that is ok and change is still 
essential. I think I have learned more this last 
six months than last year and all it keeps 
combining up. I think that I am rapidly 
learning new things and changing with what I 
learn. I don't mean to say that I am getting 
perfect or smart just different than the older 
me. I have been happier lately with less 
disgust for the people around me. I am 
learning to understand people better and to try 
to not be so damn superior acting. I have 
come to the realization that I can refuse to 
have enemies. I don't need to hate or dislike 
anyone. Simple things can make me happy. 
Hardcore is beautiful and it is a thing I hope I 
am able to enjoy for a long, long time. I want 
to be able to see things away from the 
problems that exist. I am not mad or angry for 
people who leave. I am sad though that they 


can't still find the splendor in this music that 
so often is one of the only things that makes 
me want to stay alive. It is fine if others find 
things that they deem better. I am satiated a 
bit with the joy I get here. This is why I like 
punk and hardcore. There is almost no other 
reason. Lie. I have learned about drugs and 
stuff like that and control. I have made so 
new friends which is always great. Things are 
going fairly nicely for me you could say. Of 
course there still is a hell of a lot of internal 
conflict. I think that sort of thing is always 
going to be there and I should simply accept it. 
I realize that things don't matter as much as we 
make them seem and that I need to have a 
heavy duty sense of humor or I am not going 
to be able to live for very long. Also I 
shouldn't get so offended when people mock 
me or things that I am involved in. Things 
flow in and out and all in all much of it never 
matters. Much thanks goes to jl for making 
me this great tape. I love Sensefield, they 
remind me of old holy rollers, which is a good 
thing. Oh yeah. And the "new" statue is ah ah 
oh so incredible. More cookies. And some¬ 
one needs to remind me to buy the forced 
down cd. More pineapples. Let me look here 
at the evr zine. Lets not sweep the dirt under 
that carpet this is an ignorant and poorly 
thought out zine. Yeah I am sure that you can 
gleam some gold out of shit, go ahead and try 
with this zine and remember to have an open 
mind... that is unless you want to find the truth 
then you can close your mind and look no 
further. When I am ready to play the who is 
better than whom game maybe I will turn 
krsna and hate the karmis. Right now I am 
going to obtain a little liberation through some 
coffee and wonderful mix tapes. "Todays 
modern science is your modern religion", 
bread and fish. Shampoo and bananas. Love 
and rockets. Coffee and mix tapes. Veganism 
and feminism. God save me from being pc, or 
more likely being stupid and blindly following 
the stream I happen to be in. Oh please save 
me from drinking milk I am scared. Jesus, 
lord of lords king of kings jesus jesus jesus. 
Accept jesus or be damned to hell. This zine 
right here in your hands is filth and swine 
food. I do not brag I have been told this by 
numerous authorities on filth. I just want to 
know if this is filth then when can't I ever 
seem to get hard to any of the pictures in here? 
None of the stuff in here is good for jerking 
off. Comb and watch. I just want to know 
where my fat duky gold chains went. Oh oh 
the life of a looser. I have the most ass 
kicking screen savers ever. One night we just 
stared at them for and hour or two. Of course 
we were talking at the same time. In fact it 
was the night that I was working on part of 
this page. How great is sensefield? DC "pos" 
talk fucker. I wonder why people send stuff to 
zines when they have never seen them before. 
Look new thing I just stumbled upon -->. 

Neat huh? I think so —>. How excited am I? 
Very so much. Mondays seem to be like good 
work days for me. Tonight I am going to see 
this performance on rachel carson. Then 
tomorrow I get to go to this snake mound that 
I read about in national geographic. I can't 
wait. Some tool wants to build golf courses 
there. I am quite pissed. When I heard about 
it in class I started to scream. It was funny I 
think. I didn't mean to make a scene I was just 
pissed as all hell out. Black coffee team. 
Black coffee liberation. Yeah I still feel the 
pain inside. Word em up baby. ps... don’t let 
your salvation get in the way of my liberation. 




Just another one of the herd. Don't care don't want to know. I can't do a 
thing. I can’t make any sort of change. Ignorance, continue to be dead 
continue to be bleating sheep. Don't know what has happened and what 
could happen. I know it is hard to make changes. It is inconvenient to 
think about things. It is difficult to look around and figure out who and 
what you are affecting. Don't care any longer? How can i blame you. I 
can't we have all be fed all this bullshit propaganda that the individual 
has no power. We have learned that the group is the thing. We seemed 
to have forgotten that we can live off the land simply with a small 
amount of education. We can live on the stuff that grows on the trees. 
Of course I am not saying that everyone should go 
out and live in the woods. I am saying that if you 
people remember looking a the boyscouts guide 
that you would remember that nature provides for 
human sustenance. What I am trying to say is 
probably not clear at all. This society is not the 
only thing. This system that has been built by the 
generations for us is not exclusive. There are many 
options. I can't sit back and listen to people tell me 
that they have so much to loose. For humans there 
are a few basic needs and they are out there. If 
everything drops out there is still the world 
outdoors. Outside of this society. In ignorance we 
are locked into these amenities of this modern 
civilization. These things are far from necessity. 

Just consider the possibilities. I do not mean to say 
that I am shunning technology or the comforts of 
this civilization. Little bird has got to go out of its 
nest and gain an identity of its own. No more fear of the bad things that 
are supposed to happen. Spent years in public schools how much worse 
could hell be? Life is good my friends but if you can't see it let me tell 
you now that life is also very bad. You see their are these demoniac 
creatures that control all of the world. Just kidding, at any rate the truth 
is that life is not all bad or all good. Life can get better for all involved. 
Fighting and striving and commitment must take place. I invest the 
survival and welfare of the universe in one person's hands. One human 
can change the destiny of this civilization. One creature can create a 
much desired thing. Death to all ideas of heaven and revolution. 

Action is meant for today. Saying words of love and grace to all of the 
kids is todays thing. Little sand pebble do you see the immense worth 
of you? Do you realize who you are and what you are capable of. You 
are not important and you are not special but you are still great. Just as 
any bullet can be the one to eliminate a devil so too can you be the 
button that ends all this catastrophe. By the way my laundry is really 
dirty I think I need a firestorm to purify. Here I am to expose the fact 
that I am a pathetic hypocrite. Ok so maybe some of you know that I 
was supposed to help open a store. I went to DC and some stuff got 
done but then I backed out and screwed a lot of people over. I am not 
trying to use this space to get pity or to say I am sorry but to address a 
totally different thing. I want to deal with apathy. I want to deal with 
why I did it. And I want to talk about how I can prevent doing things 
similar in the future. Somewhat like alcoholism apathy can be con¬ 
quered by admission. Also like other diseases it must be attacked on a 
daily basis. So instead of just saying that I am going to do such and so 
on and so forth in the future I need to set days and times and get off of 
my ass day to day. Things can be done and because there have been 
failures doesn't mean that I or anyone else is completely rotten. The 
thing is to deal with it and to take action. To make lists and to follow 
through with what I am supposed to do. So I am now taking it one day 
at a time. Trying to get my zine done. Trying to get my papers and 
school work done. Working on food not bombs at my school. And also 
an important thing that I have been shirking to set up information tables 
to give out literature. So my saying that this is my agenda is not 
enough. I must evaluate wether I am doing it and get off my ass and 
work on things if I am not. Whatever perhaps you may think this is 
stupid to put here. Hopefully someone will find it valid and encourag¬ 
ing. I guess this ties into a lot of things from my childhood and school 
work and stuff. I have always been a procrastinator and I need to get on 
top of that and fight it. I need to get control over my life and follow 
through with what I say. As you all should know by now talk is shit. 
Actions are the fruits of life. I don't know what to say now. I feel very 
insecure. Doesn’t matter I am a cheesy kid and a fake and most of all a 
flake. So tell me I suck and don't care about my zine it is fine with me. 
All constructive criticism is highly appreciated and really wanted. Send 
in your accusations. Tell me how much I suck and most importantly 
why. Right now I don’t care about how dumb and idiotic and not so 
well thought out my zine is. I realize that it is a learning tool for me and 
hopefully other people. I know that it is from now, this time in my life 


and that I will grow and change and get better. Thanks to all of the 
people who read this zine and give me inspiration. It is totally appreci¬ 
ated and often times the only thing that fuels this project. Thanks to the 
kids in my life who care about me in one way or another. Love to all 
people and all living things. Happiness and security to all. Now my life 
seems manageable and I feel like things are going to work out fine. I saw 
possibly the first positive homo movie tonight. Made me think. Made 
me happy. I felt more "normal" after watching it. If anyone knows of 
any positive queer movies or books please tell me about them. I really 
need them. I am listening to jesus christ superstar. It is wonderful. I 

wrote part of my co op paper and have thoughts about 
a paper that I need a draft of for tomorrow and also a 
article I need to write for my school paper. When I 
met ryan of hardline fame he made me think of some 
things. About how much time I spend hating people 
and brewing animosity. And how hypocritical it is to 
scream about compassion when I am not even nice to 
the people around me. If I am backbiting and talking 
much shit how can I expect love and beauty out of 
anyone. Even these personal things matter. How 
people around me are treated. How I treat my parents 
and friends. Letting people know that they are 
appreciated and not wanting the whole world to die. 
Compassion is about love not hate. Of course it is not 
compassionate to not fight for the destruction of 
oppression. And also I have come to the conclusion 
that I have no need to be in full agreement with all the 
people around me. I don't need to separate the people 
who i fight from the people that I love. Fighting people is not about 
disliking them it is merely about mutual education. Another things that is 
important is the ability to admit when I have been wrong. All things are 
connected. There is some balance. As usual it is not enough just to be 
political and active or to be nice. We need to be both. To bridge many 
aspects of a person. To be well rounded just like the colleges want. Back 
to what this page is supposed to be about. Like these pages are meant to 
be about one topic. Time is here for doing things and if we as individuals 
don’t do them now and here how are they going to happen? How is 
change going to happen? Think about it. Things might go slowly, 
although some action is better then none at all. Some fighting and 
shouting and education is important. Total change isn't going to happen 
today whatever we as people can do is great and wonderful and powerful. 
I don’t expect all the isms to get thrown away immediately but I do think 
that the attack of them on a daily basis is a powerful push in the right 
direction. And maybe you do need to think about your own life but if you 
do why don't think about how things effect your everyday life. Think 
about what happens to you and why. Think about what you do an why. 
This is your life and you should have the opportunity to do with it what 
you want. Think about why you can't do some of the things you want and 
think about wether that is fair. So I got a shave and a haircut today. I feel 
much better. So maybe I could stay true to my beard or the beard edge 
but I tried for a while. Two or three weeks. I just ended up looking like a 
sensitive fag or a radical faerie. I think there is something very wonderful 
about getting tapes in the mail. It is like you get to experience what 
makes another person happy. I feel like I am turning into a new age 
hippy type and I think it has to due with my bad surroundings. I don’t 
want to be a new age person. I don't want to be like oh the flowers and 
the trees and oh love. Someone save me. I hate new age. The worst is 
when I get food in the mail and I eat it all one day. Everything looks and 
tastes so incredibly good that I want to feast. Can i fucking talk about 
something else? (I need to find another word instead of just also) Less 
than a minute ago I finished another page and I was talking about food. 
Which reminds me of the ultimate vegan dessert and how that is the total 
goal of vegans. Fuck you thought it was earth liberation no way getting 
fat desserts is the king. Ulysses in cinci has got to have the best food of 
all everywhere. Although, I must admit that angelicas in ny is quite great 
also. I love this life. I love it when I can write and when things come out 
and they seem right and fine and when I get to sit and listen to music and 
it sounds so incredible that it makes me feel like I am in ecstasy. Bring 
on the* baccanal. I wish I had a needle for my record player then I could 
listen to reason to believe. Oh I have the tape, he he great. I have 
decided that there is no reason to make these pages have one idea. They 
can flow however and that is much better. I found all of these zines in the 
alternative library and I have been reading them over and over again. 

Most of them are old zines. Makes me sad a lot of times to look at them. 
Talking about action but where do we move? Where is the fire set? I can 
tell if it is all lie. I wonder what all these words and ideas mean. 
Somedays they are right and other oh so wrong. Change is essential. 
Evolution is the goal. Love don't make me cry. Love come up and save. 


\ 


Anytime but now 
Anywhere but here 
Anyone but me 
I've got to think 
about my own life 
The gospel of truth 
Some band from dc 


I am going to be wrong in my life. I am going to be 
dead horribly terribly stupidly wrong I don't care. 

I am prepared to admit my stupidity I am ready 
to acknowledge the fact that I am merely one 
person. I do not expect to be right about ev¬ 
erything. I don't think that my opinions are 
always going to be correct. I am aware that I 
am going to make a million no a million is 
far too small... zillions upon zillions of 
blunders and I will make quad 
hundredfiedzonic idiotic statements. Sc 
tell me so now and stroke your ego. 

Tell me. I am not afraid of looking 
like an idiot. I am not afraid of my 
theories being dead wrong. I am not 
looking for praise or glory only truth 
and reality. I want the best for the 
situation not what is going to make me 
look smart. I don't want to sensationalize 
I don't want to give out misleading facts on 
animal abuse. I want to have real facts. I want 
to speak what is real. I want to talk about how 
much the need record is going to rock. I just 
got the demo and it is the most best thing. 

So at anyrate what I am saying is that I 
don't want to argue when I know I am 
wrong. I don't want to save jj 
face. I don't mind looking 
stupid. I do mind spouting 
off bullshit that I know is 
not right. Just give me 
some time to think. I 
only want to know 
some things. I 
don't want for jff 

anyone to 
suck my 
ego. *0 
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This is for me on those days that I feel dumb and afraid. When I think that I am wrong or immoral or 
bad or whatever else might be lurking in my mind. This is to say to hell with all of that to the idea 
that I can't be who I am. This is about the times I felt afraid or embarrassed or the times I felt proud 
when I didn't talk about being a queer too much. This is for me when I feel abnormal. Because 
right now I feel wonderful. Right now I feel natural. Right now I know that they are all wrong. 
Right now I know that I am not here to produce children. Right now I know that my only worth is 
not in the breeding of humans. Now I know that ideas of me being non natural are stupid and ill 
conceived. The idea that love goes only one way. The idea that I can't show emotion to a person of 
my gender. All too silly. All too wrong. Now i know that who I am is not based on what I do with 
my genitals or with my hands or what I do with my words. It is based on important things. This is 
for those days when I care whether my arms are around a man or a woman. This is for the days when 
I think it matters. This is for the days when I think that I can't live a 'normal' life. This is for the days 
when I am criticized. This is for the days when I am attacked. This is for the times when I am afraid 
to walk down the street. This is for the times I got hurt and humiliated. This is for being called fag. 
This is for my love. This is for the gay agenda. This is the for the idea that I am only a sexual being. 

This is for the idea that I only want to have sex and I never want to take walks or sit and read while 

you are in the room. This v is for the idea that I only relate with my genitals. This is 
for the idea that queemess only has to do with sex. This is for you telling 
* me it is insignificant. This is for me because I am real. This 

'V? r •* •• is for me most of all because I have the right 

-•••••« -> to:be happy. And this is also just as 

much for you 


Pumpkin child(e) on my shelf. Boogie up down baby honey child(e). Into the connection. Into the rejection of the false. Casting off of 
the hell. Dig up the real. Don't forget who your love is. And when I remember who made the trees I will remember that it is me. I 
gave that shit to myself. Get rid of all that other propaganda kids and suck on my. My way is the only true way. I have all the answers 
I am your hero. I am the one that is to take you into tomorrow. Conversion time. I am a great leader and I am leading a great move¬ 
ment that will eliminate all the suffering of this world. I m great by far then the buddha and the Christ. All those other kings and 
speakers have nothing on me. I am the king of the king's kings, I am the lord of the lord's lords. I am the ultimate. Follow me. Read 
my zine only it is all there is. All that you need to know can be found in these pages. Your whole life should be about me and my ideas. 
When I change you shall change. When I have an ideal you do too, I am it this is it. Nothing more lies out there. I have reached 
perfection in ideology - there is no others of comparison. Come and get what you need right here. Convert you I say convert. I have all 
of the answers. If you don't believe what I say you are going to be damned. I offer you salvation. I and only I can offer salvation. Join 
the cult of KILL THE ROBOT. Come up to this. Push up to my bumper baby. Oh when I have a nervous breakdown and decide that 
all i said was wrong sorry but you will just have to deal with what I have left for you. The revolution starts today. Seems like every 
time I go to the bathroom I pee down my leg. Well only when i am wearing long underwear. Which reminds me of the fact that it was 
so cold in my room that last night I had to have four blankets and long underwear and a sweat shirt and I was still freezing. Apparently 
someone who reviewed my zine called it the., let me get the quote "worst laid out zine" this kid has ever seen. I don't know should 1 be 
impressed? Should that make me happy? On the back of the letter was a flyer for the beehive collective sponsoring this guy to speak. 
How great is that? So great. I am very excited for them. I wish I wasn’t such an ass. Oh well no need to talk about that in here. 

Failures failures. Once i was having a conversation wit this kid and he said that he was at a party and some drunk kid totally read him. 
Told him his whole life and existence. I have had that happen to me before and it makes me feel like shit. Like all I am is this five 
minute speech by some random drunk kid. All my ambitions are merely what is in vogue and for all of my screaming the words are 
exposed as empty. A similar thing is when I read in a zine or a book or whatever about a certain type of person and it pegs me down 
hard. Types me out to the line. Like when a book mentions what books are on this sap characters shelf and they are all the ones that are 
also on mine. Or like when I was at dinner and this woman looked at my book and said oh yeah he was my favorite author when I was 
fourteen and it totally reduced me to nothing. Things like that just make me feel so unreal. Reading people who everyone has only 
talked shit about zine and not thinking that it is all that bad or not begin able to distinguish what was so bad about it. Makes me try to 
figure out what is programmed in me and what is my real substance. I guess that is the whole goal to be myself. To be the^ 
person I am supposed to be and not anything else. Be true to myself and nothing else. It is hard and so much I just want - 
to sit in my room and get the hell away from people because I can figure out what is real and what is fake and what is 
going on. At least in my room I am the only one who has to judge myself. And that might be the hardest or the 
easiest judgment. And when I meet kids who I hated for some ridiculous reason and find out that they are totally nice 
and not stupid. All these things make me feel like shit. So much I hate to talk about myself because I end up merely 
talking shit. Talking about fantasies. Posing and pretending that oh yes this and no that and oh I was and am and were 
and no more I don't want to deal with that stuff anymore. If I don't want to deal with that maybe I should be nicer to 
people and not be so judgemental on things. Look what it comes down to is that I don't know what the hell is going 
on here. And I am an asshole. Don’t ever think that I or anyone else knows what is up. No my friends. I am sorry for 
all the pretending I do. I am sorry for my double face. I am sorry that I can't hate anyone to their face. Behind the 
back is so much easier huh? No spine. I suppose that I am weak and bad. Time for me to own up and change. If I don 
for a person I will try to do it to their face or just like them in the end. No more beating around the bush and faking 
Oh so now does this make me the hero because I can admit that I suck shit and that I am a creep? No it still makes 


care 

shit. 


me suck. Now I realize it... again. And must change. So lots of love to you my friends. Good luck with your lives. I 
wish you all well. Happiness is for all to partake in. Goodlove. And more and more and more. I love it all and hope 
that I can try to get back on the path of betterment always. Try to get on the road to myself. 
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practiced what I am supposed to say. I rehearsed it. I have it all planned out. Oh and into and into it all. Put me in the place and I will repeat 
11 the words I am meant to say. I have no will of my own. I have no ideas of my own. 

--- plan. I am nothing but a tool. A tool for the propagation of your plan. 

rate me from like minded individuals. And they will tell me the things I 
Disqualify me in this way or that way. Tell me I can't possibly be 
or thought is not in vogue right now. No you can not say that. How 
think that? What makes you think you can state your opinion? I don't 
from me. Get the hell away and don’t try and tell me anything about who 
You are a fool and you suffer from ignorance and egoism also. I will not 
with false ones. I will not silence myself ever. And into the bad town of 
is located because she is the one who went through all that shit. Went 
ruption and unrose colored shit. Yeah they were all laughed at. All 
ing it is a joke but you remember telling that girl that you would kick her 
member those days when you would gather kids to play gang up. All that 
Bacon in flatliners. Real, real, real. Yeah and so on man to another 
elude me again but I wont care. I don't care. And I am a kid and I am a 
stuff has gotten out of control. Don't care but it is all so much more than 
this. And more than life. Today at lunch I sent this woman/girl a drink 
then I was exceedingly embarrassed afterwards and could not look over, 
the table next to me and she moved and then was facing my direction, 
was scary. And another thing why the hell does split lip have to break 
stay together. The rock opera is the best thing going right now. Best 
the year I was bom. Alabama. It is where I grew. Where I lived until 
when I moved to north Carolina. Then in ninety I moved to Washington 
govt. And that is it. Now I am in Ohio. Looks like it is four letters but 
two o's. Funky monkeys. You cared? You lie you never gave a shit 
one else. [ just got a message form my pychic and he said to hel with it 
good records and eat some hummus and taboli (till it makes you sick that 
you ever eat every day). Get the fuck down brothers and sisters. Get up 
because today is the taking day and um yeah om lou got to get it going on 

_ __ realized that I now listen to classical music. Oh well I suppose that is 

fine'! Lock thedoor. Put on the music ( as if it is already not on). Slip into something more comfortable, or just out of all my clothes, get on the 
bed or floor or chair, depending on what is placed where. Rapidly move my hand on my penis until fluid comes out. Get rid of the fluid. Put 
clothes back on. Go about business. Repeat later. Right now I would say that i am humiliated at looking at all of viques letters and thinking 
about how many she has received form me. Sorry. And echo from md sorry about the letter I sent you I wrote another one but can’t find your 
address. So kids please write your address on your letter as well because it is important to recycle envelopes. Ok so maybe it isn’t so important 
but it does count in some way. Oh yeah I just can't care about anything right now because i have a horrible splitting headache. Ug I think I have 

had a few lately. I stopped having headaches a while ago. I used to have them every day when i was in junior high. Perhaps it is the computer... 

probably not. I guess if there are come backs then that is good. I mean maybe it is ok that some kids don t give a shit if there are kids that do. I 
have decided to become a skinhead. So I could have a cool name like crazy double super wookie wookie dookie jay skin. Find me at the clubs 
skanking up a storm. Or perhaps I will be an oi skin. At any rate I will look good no matter what I decide to do. Some ones gonna die tonight oi 
oi. Besides I heard that skinhead boys suck much better! Us here at kill the robot know we are pretentious and we are proud of it. Oh yeah we 
have yet to jump on the anti pc band wagon. Ktr still fucks like your grand daddy in heels. Fucking sucking and wearing bra's and panties. Oh 
which reminds me hard core is all about bra's and panties. Grunge can keep the long underwear we are much happier with our sex wear. I pee a 
lot. I mean an awful lot. Maybe it is because every time I leave my room I get a drink at the water fountain. I 
think one of the most annoying things is when I go to the bathroom and it just isn’t satisfying or my but hurts. I 
hate that. I want to be happy when I leave the bathroom not feeling like there is more that I can do. Dildo the zine. 

I acquired a dental dam the other day. It is one of the most fantastic things I have ever come in contact with. I 
believe that all people should try to find one of these wonderful toys. A person can do so many amazing things 
with a dental dam. My favorite thing is to suck a bit of it in my mouth and then pop it. Makes a great sound. P.s. 
to hell with your religion. Isn’t anyone out there sick of believing the lies that are propagated so that some jerk will 
benefit? Seems like an easy yes, but I find that it is a more resounding no. Why is it that we buy the false 
information. Why do we accept bullshit? Whatever it all seems wishy washy. Wondering why this system is 
run without the peoples best interests in mind is looked at as silly. I do wonder. I wonder why more emphasis is 
not put on education and science and health. Why people don't find this sicking I can't understand. Yeah so I just 
got the number for peta out of a fanzine so I take back all of the shit talking against peta pamphlets in fanzines. 

Just kidding it still sucks. An aside... actually this whole zine is just one big aside. When I was at football practice 
in elementary school or whenever this kid stuck dirt in his mouth piece and was being all weird about it. I have 
been trying to figure it out for years now. "Probs" to all the kids. You know what is really sad is that the internet., 
oh fuck this is going to turn into a internet zine. But the internet thing on satanist is all about anton la vey. You 
would think, or at least I would think that they could search a bit harder than that. All hail dionysus. All hail the 
baccanal. Fun for all the kids. All fears abandoned. Light bringer come down and feed your children. You know once and a while I get into a 
little, ever mind it was a stupid thought anyways. Believe in violence. The gun is your savior. Ammunition wont make your heart bleed. Just 
take away the life of the enemy. It is all too clear. Clear eyes clear beauty my friend. Don't hold yourself for salvation save yourself now. No 
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your feet. I put split lip back into hardcore because they are one of the only bands that matters. The rock opera is 
the best shit to come out in a long time. Art for enjoyments sake is all about the revolution. Split lip are fodder for 
the revolution. Ramble on, ramble on. Mystic warrior, what is this new age shit? Please expect an intensive 
report on sugar and veganism in issue eight of this zine out in a month from now (hopefully). If any of you kids 
know anything about sugar and what companies do have vegan sugar in the us please contact me. And those of 
your who don’t give a shit about the fact that sugar is processed through animal bones eat shit. You need to get the 
hell off of your high horses and proceed on the steps of humanity. And you people who condemn yet eat at fast 
food restaurants what the hell are you thinking? You suck shit. At least get away from those demons. I can see if 
perhaps you are on tour but not out of convenience. Supermarkets maybe but taco bell and burger king., no way. 
You can destroy a thing if you are giving it money. And just say no way to the jains. Veganism or persecution. 

| it is not enough for people to 

be nice | 























That's _ what _ tradition _ means 

It was highly grotesque. I decided that I did not like their traditions of barbarity. I decided 
that it was not what I wanted for my life. But then again I am steeped in the traditions of 
this beautiful world. The ones of hate and disgust for all those around me. And I do happen 
to love being right all the time. I do love knowing what is going on. Yeah I am going to 
hatch a conspiracy today I think. An undermining the entire system of yoghurt. I have 
to take my parents to the airport today. I have been building lego structures a lot lately. 
I sit on the phone with kids. That is the only time I socialize now. Oh yeah well I sit on 
the phone and make these lego things. I have a castle and a boat slash space ship, then I 
have this small cruiser and finally a spinning weapons thing. Legos are great! Zines are 
the most bugged out things. I look at them and freak out. I can not even deal with them. 
I can not explain why they are strange, I just know they are. Are they supposed to be art 
or what? I mean I do know that it can be whatever the person doing the zine wants it to 
be, but still they are way wacky. I wonder how long this zine explosion will last. People 
are bound to call it passe soon. I think that I want to do my zine for a long time just to have 



done it for a long time because things seem to be so short lived around here. People do 
not seem motivated to continue a thing. Yeah this zine is often the biggest pain in the ass, 
although, I would say that it must be highly worth it in some way. I want to do it way up 
into the high assed digits. I will have to see if I can.@ I heard this song on the radio the 
other day that had a line that went "Don't believe in me cause I don't believe in anything" 
I think I screwed it up but it was something like that. I bought new records yesterday. It 
was one of the most fulfilling experiences that I have had in a while. I got the new junction 
lp, the ebullition 7" with sinker, not for the lack of trying, john henry west, and 
manumission, the iconoclast 7" and two others. I had this dream .. right before vique 
woke me up. I was with my friend Laura and we had to cross the state line in an hour 
because we committed some big crime and we were trying to escape. The cops had gotten 
both of our cars and we were at this rest station. Laura and I ran to this gym and there was 
my car. The two of us got in the car and there was this note and eight bucks. The note was 
from magic johnson. The note was incredibly hard to read. It said something about how 
he was inspired to french kiss in the heat of the desert. Then Laura and I went to this 
impounding place and got into this car but it had no front door on the drivers side. Then 
I got a telephone call and woke up. I guess that was a real mini crazy dreams section. If 
anyone has any dreams that they remember feel free to send them in to my crazy dream 
section. I am listing to uniform choice Strange. Mind funk. Boy have things changed in 
his department. Oh the end thing the spoken word thing. I still love the dead kenedys. 
Music is god. That is all there is to it. Life is worth it just as long as I can hear music. 


only if you show me all the 
right records to buy the right 
way to dance the right way to 
dress the right way to think the 
right way to enjoy things the 
right things to love the right 
things to hate the right things 
to read the right things to stick 
into my body the right things to 
mock the right things to cel¬ 
ebrate the right way to think 
for myself the right way to 
express myself the right per¬ 
sons to want the right way to 
want them the right friends the 
right religion the right way to 
cover up my empty words the 
right cause of the month the 
right way to speak the right 
way to dream 



hey instead just show 
me the right way to get 
out of my face and 


go to hell 









So what so all and out. Relaxed, too much even maybe. Got the good 
tape on in the back and I have a bagel to eat. The kid has got some 
connections and also many foolish ideas. Trying to keep afloat. Slut.. 

The ideal. Inside and stuck up. The beauty basks down on me. I am alive 
again. The memory thing is gone, 
all gone. And here oh so here. 

Is it just me or does everyone 
struggle with the memory? 

When I look a people I see them 
as adults/parents. Kind of 
sicking, I hate them immediately. 

As I watch them smoke pot I can 
see them forcing their kids to 
conform to societies rules. As 
they argue I see the money. The 
hole. The thing. Ramble on and 
on. The kid has nothing to say. 

Subline and stupid, why does it 
need to be said? Sacred and this 
kid doesn't know much. 

Pretending and lying and being 
real sceptical he is real good at. 

No more social cometary? Just 
the plain things that happen 
during the day? Maybe and 
perhaps and maybe but no rules 
don't care. Don't want the rules. 

No time to limit oneself. Haven't 
heard this tape in a while and it 
has gotten so much better. The 
covert action, the hiding the 
thing in the drawer. Eccentric 
as always. What is it, man that is 
here now for you, makes you a 
bit of a different sort? Who the 
hell cares about any of that shit. 

Why care about what they say? 

Kill all those ideas. Kids how is 
that revolting coming? See any 
changes? Twenty years and mr 
wilson. Babe hounds. The 
constant want. The hiding all 
around looking for that person. 

I know all about it. I am going to 
get a fuck stomach piece. Right around my stomach just like the thug life 
piece on tupac. Whatever this whole heterosexuality thing is freaking me 
out. The thing is that so much of our society is based on the relationship 
of two people a man and a woman and that when you have a kick thrown 
in there it all messes up. I don't know if I could ever be happy married to 
a woman. I also don't.. I can't even imagine myself with a man. Society 
has pushed it so hard into me that is wrong that I simply can not even 
imagine it. Some times it makes me sick. And once when I was at this 
club I started getting really homophobic like these people suck, they are 
just sideswiping all of the issues again. Right now I can see how stupid 
that is but then it messed with me. And often it does mess with me. I look 
at my parents a lot and I wish a lot that I could be like them in the sense 
that they are happy together. I guess the whole thing comes down to 
finding someone special to do the shit that you like to do together. So kill 
societal pressure and be happy with this brief amount of time that you 
have on this planet. And now I go into the fact of the elimination and it 
all. Here is where it all comes down.. Into nothing., again. Feeling just 
like number one to me with all the free flow feeling. The cat has got the 
get up down. The cat has gotten free. And now you see that to me it is all. 
And to me it all comes through. Just the plain simple feelings of being 
alive. And now and here. Not tomorrow. But the joke is that he is the 
fool. He is the fool. And he pretends. And you need to look in and zoom 
in with the camera shot Find all the imperfections in him. Find all the bad 
spots and focus on them. Notice them. The way he does his things. The 
blemish on his face. All and all. Inside you have got to look. But don't 
need to look to hard to find his inadequacies. Just look at the boy and you 
will see. Insecurities rampant. I am the kid who gets to sell out. I am the 
kid who pretends he has got the idea. I am. I swear. No dignity here. All 
pretends. Look the other way and you wont see all the slight adjustments 
for the video screen. Wont see the meetings with the corporations. But he 
does look in. Fancy falsifying the evidence. Fancy being a big idiot and 
real stupid. That kids words. The idea that anyones words can make a 
nerson harm another person. Censorship just happened. Don't worry kids 
because in your life it will all be fine. In your life you are fine and all 


your choices are the right ones. You are the most oppressed and the 
most worth all our applause. You give it all up for the fans. You give 
it all up baby. No ego there no nothing. No soul of your own sucking 
the life out of the people. No you are a saint and you can do all the 

wonderful bleeding tricks. And you know all the 
straight edge songs of your time period. The time 
period when it really meant something and you 
were not just aimlessly following another thing. 
Nope then it counted right. Yeah pass the joint 
you tool. Next. Next you next. What will 
come? And who will be there to try to force all 
to agree with their way of thinking just to make 
themselves secure? Who could it be? Now 
what is the next faze for us all to be in? What 
is the years subject? And how much are we 
going to care about this years topic? Huh? 

Now that we are all not racist, sexist and ho 
mophobic? What is next? What oppressed 
group is going to be the banner of our little 
clique. Our little world domination plan. Our 
we are the we and all of you are the them Us as 
the good guys once again. Never us as the just 
as screwed up as the rest. I am over all the bad 
things I am a good person. Yeah that is it. See 
all you kids on the reservation. Just another 
lemming. Just one more random kid who 
means nothing. Just one more kid to glorify the 
idiots. Just me. That kid means something. That 
kid talks about things. That kid is a tool. A fool 
just like the rest. Just the same. Idiot. Kiss it all 
up because you suck shit and you need to know 
baby. But please oh please don't stop smiling. 
Don't stop letting the world go around. You are 
still there even when you are dumb. Yes the 
consumption is still sicking. And you know 
what I still think that I don't need another person 
in my life. I think I could get on alone. Fucking 
alone man. Old man in the house on the corner. 
That man is possessed. The fat albert Halloween 
special. The crazy guy on the corner. Yeah it 
all doesn’t matter and it is ok to be screwed. 
Who has changed for the better in the last few 
months? Who is changing? And who is 
pretending. I was tired of junction for a while but 
now I love it again. Ok sick kids dig on up. Crackers and beans. 
Happy man, happy music. Up and get them all going up. I think that 
it is redicilous that it would be assumed that all of these people agree 
on any one subject. Or that a person would not support an idea unless 
they were one hundred percent behind it. Self righteousness attacking 
the ideas of anything out of what you have planned. For a second 
could you think that maybe you didn't think but instead someone put 
the idea in your head? Could you possibly admit to yourself that you 
just a herd animal? Nothing special. Nothing great one of all the rest? 
Is that idea to hard? To much to take. That you wont save the world 
and in a hundred years no one will care about you. No one to visit 
your grave after your dead. Your ashes stored in the attic. You don't 
mean shit. Keep on fighting kids. 

It is all in some way. All on this 
collecting thing. You see it is a 
joke. I am not collecting money, 
or intelligence or fame. I am 
collecting life and experiences. I 
am collecting being here. And all 
of you who use excuses of 
classism, racism, and sexism to 
abuse those around you, you are 
the ones who will have to live with 
your conscience. You are the only 
ones who know what is really 
going on with you. And there is no 
excuse for continuing the cycles of 
violence and cruelty. Once you commit the crime you are just as 
wrong as the one(s) who committed the crimes against you. It is your 
responsibility to make sure these things stop. You can end the hurt 
and suffering. We must all overcome the pressures that society has 
placed on us and come to the realization that we are the only one who 
can make any sort of change. To do unto others as you believe they 
will do unto you is a flawed philosophy. Do what you wish done. 
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What is your world? 










Testing one two three. Sometimes I wonder why 
people are so stupid and then I realize that just asking 
that question makes me dumb. Questions that make 
me mad. Letters that make me crazy. Papers way 
over due. My life is a mess. Not too bad though. 
Tons of shit to do. I cleaned my room again last 
night. I am glad about that it was getting me down. I 
read in this way that if there are no chapters in a book 
it is going to take me three years to read. I need 
chapters so I can set a certain amount of pages to 
read and then take a break. I can not deal with books 
that have no chapters. I end up taking whole day 
breaks and reading a measly amount of pages a day. 

I am on the straight edge mailing list and it is 
possibly one of the most boring things I have ever 
been on. Yeah there are some listings of shows but 
the rest is totally meaningless messages about topics I 
don't give a shit about. People leaving messages 
about why straight edge sucks. That must take a lot 
of brain power. Critique it in a new way you idiots. 

It is all about kids with incredibly good handwriting 
that can write their zines instead of typing them. 
Pipe dreams., oh those little vestiges of hope. Let us 
let them die. I hate them and wish never to have 
them again. I am plagued by pipe dreams. They are 
my demons. I need to exorcize them. Little bits of 
inaction. Driving down the road with carlos talking 
about shit to do. Ideas I have. Let them leave me 
alone. I don't want to think about things and hope for 
things I will never realize. Never try to realize. 
Smoke down the pipe and let my actions speak for 
my dreams. Let me be an independent agent if I can't 
work with others. Force my zine, force myself to 
make the calls and write the letter I need to do. Force 
my lazy ass into work. I need a charcoal enema so I 
can never sit down and I would have to always be 
working. Then maybe I can realize my strengths and 
my dreams. Can't let rapture take me away from my 
life. And as they say if ignorance is bliss, imagine 
what supreme feeling knowledge is. I will know. I 
seek to know. I will not give up searching until I find 
some answers. I will pull things in and accept things 
as truth but I will always search for the next level and 
for more information. More progression. One thing 
I want to know is why do people who give no mercy 
expect it? I hate those people the most. I mean if 
you are going to do something do it right and accept 
your punishment. If you kill be prepared to get your 
returns. Like those old movies where the bad guy 
would kill tons of people and then beg for his life in 
the end. Coward. That is who I most want to 
destroy. Shadows and tall trees is one of the only 
zines that matters..204 kensington Syracuse ny 
13210. c/o dave natoli $2. The Abolition of bullshit. 
Yes it is it. Morrissey has the pain inside. What the 
hell are strife's lyrics? What are they thinking? Lets 
hold hands. That is not real. You can not hold hands 
to make problems things of the past. You kids need 
to come into reality. And why is strife touring with 
earth crisis? That is the most ridiculous thing I have 
heard in a long time. Oh yeah your religion still 
sucks. I refuse to evaluate right and wrong on the 
basis of some dead mans words. You can believe by 
all means and be duped once again. I think it is 
funny that people are so afraid to rock the boat of this 
world and this system. No actually it is scary. It 
makes me sick that people would rather believe that 
they are out at sea than look about to see they are on 
the land and they can run about and play instead of 
being cramped in a tiny little boat reality. Aim for 
the stars brothers and sister they are there to guide 
you. Take you back home. The right to bear arms. 

I Glory friends. The right to bear pen and paper. The 
right to kill to survive. Self defence. The right to eat 
your pudding with your fingers. The right to dental 
dams. The realization that kindness is not an option 



dirt farms, fraternities, and fur coats (and almost 
forgot ex- nun sex fiends) 


but a solution. Welcome to respect and love. Welcome to the gun of the 
loving motherfucker. Jesus has got a gun and he is getting pissed. The 
fucker is going to kill you. Time I would rather be in than now. I don't 
envy any days that have passed. I don't look for the future to be my 
savior. I am alive here and now and that is when all my action will take 
place. Right here, right now. I will not surrender now. I will have my 
victory. I will remain alive long enough to experience life. "You are 
willing to die, you coward, but not to live"(H.Hesse). I listen to a song 
that asks "does anyone hear me?" and I wonder if I even hear myself. 
Do I listen to my own words. Time to stop screaming and start listening. 
Yesterday I went for a walk in the glen and it was weird to have beauty 
come into my eyes instead of my ears. Also it was strange, incredibly, 
to not see any human made things around. In deepness. I realize this 
zine is and always has been a shallow sloagneering tool. I merely 
wanted to mention that I realized that, perhaps I will try to get down to 
the point better. I know that I am as bad or almost worst than those who 
scream go vegan and nothing else because I too offer no reasons only 
attacks. Try, try, try. Back to me and my experiences. Back down to 
what I understand. Back to how much I love man lifting banner. How 
great music makes me feel. Oh yeah go vegan or be a hopeless sinner. 

Freedom for all living things. Dumpster dive. Throw away your 
deodorant. Laura is supposed to get here today. I am incredibly excited. 
I haven't spoken to her in quite a while, therefore, i am scared that she 
might not come. Peanut butter, cookies, statue, typing up the zine,.and 
reading z magazine how could life be any better? As I read I think about 
how ignorant I am and how much I don't know. Lot to learn. All props 
to the gopi pos, no props to the anti vegan death lords. I have a water 
pipe in my room and everyday I swing on it. One day it may break. I 
would fall and probably break my neck. But I love music so much that I 
have to jump around and swing on the pipe all the time. A few times a 
day. Oh if anyone ever sees me at a show and wants to talk to me please 
do. I am only some random kid. I am still as much of a looser as I was 
before. I am still the chameleon kid. If anyone wants to know about my 
phases I have references. My school did free hiv tests today and I got 
one. When the woman stuck the needle in my arm it was broken, the 
plunger didn't work so she had to do my other arm. I though it was 
really funny. The only thing was the needle was sticking out of my arm 
and I was moving it up and down laughing at having a busted needle. I 
got two band aids. Does that make me special? I would be a horrid 
heroin addict because I think it is great to have needles in my skin. I 
remember having to go with my mom as a kid to get her blood work 
done. When they stick the needle in I expect it to hurt but it doesn't that 
much so it makes me think it is funny. Actually I laugh at about 
everything. Even the most worst horrible bad terrible things I think are 
greatly amusing. I laugh at how much of an idiot I am. And bad things I 
do and not turning in my school work. My peanut butter is very thick. I 
wonder about public displays of affection. Does it bother me? I can't 
say. I don't ever want sex to become a dirty thing, but I would rather not 
see people doing it in front of me. Perhaps there is a time and place for 
sex and most of the time that is in privacy. Another thing is that love is 
a wonderful thing and the expression of love is a beautiful thing. Do we 
want affection to be seen as negative or bad? At any rate, I don't want to 
think about that stuff anymore. Some records are so kick ass that I have 
to listen to them over and over again. It is all about improving. Chang¬ 
ing and getting better. I know that next year I will think that this zine 
here is more immature than I am now. And my writing style will 
hopefully get slicker. I mean maybe I will actually learn a bit more 
about grammar than periods. Who knows. I also might learn some new 
words. "It doesn't come from bravery it comes from desperation" barry 
paddock. You kids need to think about that and realize what the hell is 
going on here. Who dies and who makes money? Think. Why do I feel 
like what I have to say is important? Because I feel like I am slowly and 
systematically being killed. I see things that go on. I know the worth of 
money to some people. I don't want to die. I want to be happy that is ^ 
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I legitimate. Oh my boy. Oh fucking my. Do Ian*T? Oh are 

still a brat king? Did I drain it all? Ohahuhhuh. Whatever. X snexDL Uie S I Sn hSe water. It is beautiful. Stuff takes dedication 
coming out. My room now is next to the bathroom. And my“mputerisn if M don ' t go trough the cycles of growing up. Easy 

and time babys. Takes up much energy. Nothing rs so isn't f ven a matter of wether I want to or not. 

when you are young. Sometimes. And don t you realize that I can t offer yo y T • stability. And that kid I tried to get to know, the 

Don't you realize that me staying in my room and hating everyone is my on y effect thing Some low down thing. But no in the end it is 

one that is scared of me. I tried to get something from him. I tned to g et effw g. ^ ™ random I am me, plain and simple, 

just me again. Me because I ignored all of the advances of some o ers. . nut anvones problems but my own. Can't have a revolution 

No something else. So yep I have said it Can't work out press pass. It is still sick as 

because I am far too lazy. Far too much talk and not enough action. Mr* 8 Can't £ Dart of the little social club anymore. Can’t use the nifty 
shit but now it is kind of lovely. Kind of less gross. Tone has a big f * P , u eU ^ so ma ny things I don’t even say to 

iconography. Words still don't make it all the way to you. I shitty Is P\ j ^ ^ ^ d repac k a ge them for your consumption. Not so 

myself. I still change, my words still change ar^ my ^ ^ don'I want to talk about duality, psychology, 

ready for bed yet. Listening to the zine tape. Sadness hu set w. Id • e ist? Right now i think that it would, earlier nope, because I 

sociology. None of it. It is all to messy. So if I smoke pot does that ™ ccfme to a Doint where I think drugs a pretty shitty again. Looking 

would have been ready for it but now I would just want it to put me ^ ^t is too abstract. But problems yep. I like somethings. I love 
out at people who are avoiding their problems. See I wouldntsa^r y ^ to ow old an d become a piece of shit like your 

lifetime right now. To the point again I see you all and lam g y y g reoression. Cycle continue. Connecticut last year. Weird 

parents. I can already see your facial expressions as you are yeUmg at your ^ 1 Nettiesitting on the wall across the street, 
town, felt so strange in it. Everybody looking at us^ No non etWc oS P W Push me down to a place where so elevated I can see. 

Extra special thanks to echo for a very nice letter. One:“^blow** . me Burns right through me. Smoothly soothing. Grain and grow and 

Blue and sun light is what comes down till night and so damn PPy ’ notebook Here and now i breathe and taste peanut 

poll m. op » bore, lambetevod I «n now loot no.And uisot. I 

butter cookies eaten for breakfast and lunch. I think about kb toy stor fmgers and tongue and penis and brain away 

wonder now on the compatibility of my genitals and orals an ., , . . t ever go pushed away from the body parts of 

UkfantaSs?? 6 ! mw thSk o?eisure sucLgs and fucking seemselevatod somuch mf^ngue" toTve^ev < i“. b Mind the fi.^Isb^udfut delight- 

despise. And I laugh because it is all so funny. All these games P^' /£ . j t last ^js is t h e last time. Oh in fact it is. So much to 

judge. Yeah it is all just a game to me now. All for chronic entertainment. Broken the cycle at last ims^is me ia^ ^ our where i ^ go ing to 

the fact of and oh and oh. Whatever on and on to the fact of something e se. • P } t fof a hour last night j tried to get it to work and it 

would?? Quitea ^Lti^^^ce^Ohdncrti j^tpassS an anti ^“d^Sfigh^ng' 1 “sTu/S WeEw I^wtatTh^to 

Kfiss u £ ok £ ™ wm 

happen next to insure that the status quo is maintained. If you are not s helnine the religious right systematically slaughter people. 

wdl judge that The choice is yours as to what you do with your life. You can give up and give in or you can 
try^inwhatever manner is possible for you. I aL not calhng for the imagination and to make diat unaginaUon a 
reality Work as you are supposed to. Do what you are meant to do. Follow your real dharma . Death to the 
lies of false "dharma" of keeping up this system or any system of oppression. My fnends die world awaits 
your contribution. Act as you can. Crucify the lies that have been told to you. Please read up on your history. 
So much to learn. So much to find out. The library may be your best friend Education is the key to salvahon. 
No more regression. Action for liberation. The wonder of the world awaits for all to partake. _^ere is^plenty 
for all Execute this system of murderous distribution. Each being has the right to be alive and the right to 
live. No government has the right to take that away. Freedom, liberty and the pursuit of ha PP‘"® ss ; £° n 
prey my Mends throw bombs and real bombs. When you speak of liberation speak with words of action. 

Speak with actions suited to cut down the fascism that all live under. Enough words of that. Live y 
brothers and sisters and do what you can. But please do not forget to notice the beauty in Wc ^at ^ around 
you. Don't forget to view the wonder of this world we live in. Respect and coinpassion are the highest virtues. 
So away with pc and in with respect and compassion. In with justice. Get nd of ideas of controlled language 
and insider the others you affeT Learn about others. Thought police are wrong but inhumanity isjustas 
wrong. We can not afford to have the lesser of either of these evils. Ok so whatever Got no more to> say nght 
now Love yourself love all. Egad do I sound new agey? I hope not. Just thinking about fairness and hum 
ness. So kids lets try to make these words not empty. Read the militant vegan to understand what is going on 
for real. They will lie to you so you need to knovrthatpeople do care and they^aretaking action. 


fm f I*< mSmJfi mi *%^***. * “•'J --_■/_ ^^ ———— n ~~ 

honey am I stiU your foundation? Now that I am fallen. Now that I am away. Are my words still inspiration? Do I still have something to say. 












"and then there were 
these krsnas there and 
they didn't even listen 
to hardcore"- David 
Orenge. I refuse to 
search for my life. Or 
to die for my life, lam 
living here, now. That 
is it. I will kill for the 
goat but I swear I do it 
out of love and not any¬ 
thing else. I found god. 
He lives in Detroit 
Michigan. His name is 
j o e 
tanenbaum. 

God is 32 
years old. He lives in a 
red house with four 
windows on the front 
and the house (god's 
house) has shutters. 
Not shudders but shut¬ 
ters. I met a cute boy 
today. I seem to often 
meet cute boys., and 
girls. But that will go 
on the page for 
smoozing. It is funny 
to think that many 
people will assume 
what my ideas on a 
variety of subjects are 
even when I have not 
specifically spoken 
about them. Stuff like 
vivisection that I have 
never mentioned. Not 
only me but all people 
are precatagorized and 
have all of their opin¬ 
ions stated merely by 
some group affiliation. 
One issue in my life 
right now is 
freeganism. I would 
say that I think it is a 
per¬ 
fectly 
fine 
thing. No I don't think 
I could ever eat meat 
even if I knew that I 
was not increasing the 
consumption. I have 
little to no problem eat¬ 
ing dairy or honey. I 
am sure a lot of half 
assed vegan kids would 
probably say that is a 
sell out thing but I don't 
think it is. I don't eat 
dairy products because 
I don't want to have 
animals suffer not for 
health reasons and if I 


am one hundred percent 
sure that it would not be 
supporting the animal 
enslaving businesses I 
don't think it would be 
wrong. Meaning if a 
person "finds" animal 
products in a dumpster 
or some other place 
where others are not 
going to take them I feel 
it would be acceptable 
to appropriate it them¬ 
selves. This does not 


mean I feel that shop¬ 
lifting animal products 
is ok or eating things 
that others might eat. 
Like it is not all right to 
eat the cheese pizza in 
your parents house but 
it would be ok to eat the 
chili with honey in it at 
your parents house if 
you knew that it had 
been sitting there for a 
year and a half and no 
one had any interest in 
eating it. Of course a 
person could always 
bring that food to the 
homeless. Also one 
more thing. If a restau¬ 
rant gives meaburrito 
with cheese on it and 
they are only going to 
throw it away because I 
don't eat cheese I feel 
that it would be fine to 
eat it instead of wasting 
more food. Feel free to 
send me hate mail say¬ 
ing that I am a sinner. 
Please realize, though 


that I never said I did or 
did not do any of these 
things, these are merely 
some feelings I have on 
the issue. If anyone 
knows of any reasons 
why any of these prac¬ 
tices would be objec¬ 
tionable I urge you to 
write to me and explain. 
Veganism for animal 
liberation not human 
ego inflation. When I 
went to Syracuse new 
york this quarter I took 
the bus. I didn't have a 


tape player to listen to, 
although, I did read the 
monkey wrench gang. 
It was an ok book. I 
wish it had been better. 
I think the second half 
of the book is much bet¬ 
ter than the first half. I 
love sensefield and it 
feels weird to know that 
they are a Christian band. 
I love that band. A great 
zine is status and con¬ 
formity.. $1 to 705 


alberta drive dayton 
oh 45405. It is fairly 
late at night and I should 
be in bed reading or 
sleeping or jerking off. 
I jerked off three times 
yesterday. Often when 
I masturbate several 
times in one day it gets 
more intense each time. 
My computer is acting 
very strange 
right now. 

Man lifting 
banner is 
great.Onthe 
team of. Ps 
policy of 
three is 
great. Yes 
kiss it up 
motherfucker. Wrong 
zine c/o peter hart 
p.o.box 950271 mis¬ 
sion hills ca. 91395- 
0271 one dollar. This 
zine is a inspiration. 
This is why I like zines 
and hardcore. Get this. 
Policy of three is still 


great. Today at dinner 
we could not stop laugh- 
ing. It was great. Even 
stuff that was not funny 
would make us laugh. 
It is like when you can 
not even look at a per¬ 
son or you will start 
laughing so hard you 
pee yourself. One of 
those horrible times 
when you are not sup¬ 
posed to be laughing but 
you can not help it. Like 
a teacher or some 
buddhist monk has a big 


fat ass snot hanging out 
of its nose. I can not 
handle that. One time I 
was a friend's bat or bar 
mitzva and it was so hot 
that I just passed out 
and hit the chair in front 
of me. That same day 
this guy was behind us 
and he kept looking at 
us and it made us pee. I 
have no interest in group 
affiliation. I have no 
desire to be in any clubs 


or teams or whatever. 
All that shit is shallow. 
I have no interest in pre¬ 
tending that I am supe¬ 
rior to another. All I 
want to do is listen to 
ressurection. So what¬ 
ever. None of this mat¬ 
ters but it all still mat¬ 
ters a whole lot. Listen¬ 
ing to good records it an 
important 
thing, read¬ 
ing fantastic 
fanzines is a 
wonderful 
thing. So 
what about 
river phoe¬ 
nix dying? 
Raise your 
hand if it didn't make 
you overly pleased. I 
am eating the most hor¬ 
rible papaya spears. 
They remind me of 
indian desserts. Did 
anyone learn the 1 in the 
left hand means left 
hand trick? That is how 


I learned to tell my left 
from my right. God 
these things are sick. I 
feel like I am going to 
vomit. Ug shake shake. 
Isn't there supposed to 
be a ressurection album 
out in the near future? 
All sorts of props go to 
Mari. She is the most 
kick assed girl that lives 
on 113th street. I love 
her. I went to try to go 
to this seventh day 
adventist restaurant 
with her this one day 


but it wasn't open and 
we were crushed. It was 
moved or some bullshit 
like that. I was annoyed. 
Mari put me up for an 
entire week in ny. She 
is the most best cook in 
the world. Sheissooooo 
great and her roommate 
is very well behaved. I 
would sit in mari's room 
and read and listen to 
morressey. Mari you 
are the best in the entire 


world. I hope that I can 
see you again real soon. 
Perhaps I will try to go 
and e-mail her tonight. 
And once I went some¬ 
where and she was look¬ 
ing for me and I was 
upstairs watching the 
rocky horror picture 
show on fox tv. Onpub- 
lic tv isn't that weird? I 
think that it is strange. 
And mari thought that I 
was somewhere else 
and she made fun of me 
but I wasn't there be¬ 
cause I am ok at behav¬ 
ing right. XnightcapX. 
Oh here zine is called 
Pilgrimage and it is 
hot... if you write to here 
at Mari Fujita Mcbain 
327 545 west 114th 
street Ny NY 10027 
and send a dollar she 
will hook you up with 
her zine. Her zine is 
way smart and defi¬ 
nitely not filled with the 
same run of the mill shit. 


Sweater vests on!! Tight 
brown pants!!And plus 
even though I hate reci¬ 
pes in zines she has reci¬ 
pes and they have got to 
be great because she is 
an awesome (word) 
cook. "You will make 
someone a great wife 
one day". And We want 
to fuck you deasy. I got 
a letter today in the mail 
and I can not even read 
it. It would come up to 
a part and I would be 


What did he say? What 
did she say?". Some 
kids have been demoted 
to the bad writing group 
Anyone who has ever 
gotten a letter from me ( 
the two people) will 
laugh at that shit. I don't 
think their could be a 
pot that was calling the 
kettle any blacker. And 
you think hat I use com¬ 
puters for a "high teck 
look" Ha. If I wasn’t on 
computer no 
one could 
read the shit. 
I made a tape on a sixty 
minute tape and it is too 
annoying. Get me up. 
get me all feeling great. 
Framework is great. 
Shane rocks shit all out. 
Hopefully he will be¬ 
come more sex positive. 
I have three days of 
school left and like six 
hundred days of work 
to do. Some kids are 
just the worst misbehav- 
ers. I think for these 
pages it takes me like 
three hours to write each 
one of them. It feels 
like it. Or like five 
hours. I have heard this 
song over and over 
again. I can't believe 
that I would put that 
much time into this. If I 
do it should be much 
better. Xfishing for 
compliments posX. 
Why is it that if kids 
loose the "edge" they 
stop being vegetarian or 
vegan? I mean to me 
the two 
are not re¬ 
lated at 
all. So kids some your 
phat blunts but keep on 
eating tofu. Simply 
think. That is all I am 
asking for. That shit 
makes me think a lot of 
who I can trust is a big 
way., not like oh you 
stabbed me in the back 
but as in people change 
and I understand that so 
We should all watch 
who we do what with. 
No need to throw safety 
away. Coke is definitely 
not it.... love is it. 


like "oh shit not again 


kills for the goat 

















I follow the rest and make up little clubs so I too 
can scream and shout about saving the world and 
making a change. I yell as loud as I can at others 
about their crimes. I make up elaborate speeches 
giving off examples of how righteous and moral I 
am. How I am one of the chosen. I am one of the 
better ones. But when it all comes down to the 
truth I am only a small and pathetic man who does 
not even hear his own words. 






















On Bisexualit y 


Speaking from personal experience as is the regular I 
would say from this zine. I am bisexual. Meaning I 
like to have sex with men and women (I would say 
girls and boys but some people can't seem to figure 
out that queerness and pedophilia are not inherently 
connected, would think I was talking about children 
and not people of consenting age). At any rate I have 
heard idiotic statements such as what does a bisexual 
do wake up and flip a coin to figure out who they are 
going to sleep with. As if i get to have sex every day. 
No do heterosexuals and homosexuals flip a coin to 
decide between two people of their chosen gender to 
figure out who they like? The idea that a person 
chooses who they spend their time with on the basis 
of anything except instinctive attraction is insane. 
Whatever I don't really understand why people judge 
who they want to have a relationship with on the 
basis of their genitals, although, I am not going to be 
bisexist and say that my way is the only way. I do 
feel that I have swayings towards one gender or 
another during certain periods of time. Which has 
been quite confusing. There have been times when I 
thought that I was homosexual or even the period of 
time after I "came out" that we thought that I might 
be het. I would say that I enjoy being in relationships 
with women and, well to tell you the truth I don't 
think that I have ever been in a "real" relationship 
with a man. I find sex with both women and men to 
be exciting and fulfilling. Karl from Earth Crisis’ 
statement in reveal" Bisexuality and promiscuity are 
about sex for physical pleasure and not intimacy or 
love." I find to be incredibly stupid. People who 
assume that just because bisexuals are attracted to 
both genders that they are going to be having sex 
with people all of the time are obviously naive about 
the issue. To say that an entire group is the same is 
moronic and to assume that bisexuals can't have long 
term monogamous relationships is equally ludicrous. 
The thought that I would even have to defend the fact 
that bisexuals can have monogamous relationships is 
sad. At anyrate even the idea of having to have a 
monogamous relationship is forced and shallow. If a 
person is reasonably careful (lam not talking about 
this slim idea of "safe sex" but the reality of taking 
the necessary precautions) they could be polyga¬ 
mous. Oh but no our society says that this is wrong. 
Can't say that. Relationships are based on the 
individuals and should not be set to rules of any 
society. People should be smart enough to take care 
of themselves and not take risks that would endanger 
their lives or the lives of those around them. Yeah I 
am sick of talking about monogamy and duogamy 
and polygamy. Do what you wish. The whole thing 
is to throw away these prepackaged roles for relation¬ 
ships. Gender roles and sexual roles have no point 
and no saving value. I have run into people who say 
that they could never have a relationship with a 
person of their same or opposite gender, I find this to 
be very stupid and feel that a person should not stick 
a restricting label on themselves. People should do 
what comes instinctively and what they wish to do. 
What the hell is the big issue do what the hell you 
want. If you want to be with a person do it. Tliat is 
it. None of the rest of that shit matters. Live free. 




"I'm not a cool guy anymore as if I ever was before" Descendents, or All can't even seem to figure 
that out. Again I would like to speak on the subject of insecurity. How insecure am I? Incredibly. 
As I would guess are all people. I tend to think that it is an issue that I shouldn’t even worry about. 
It creeps into so much shit. Insecurity about whether ti should talk about insecurity. If it makes me 
even more uncool. Coolness an ideal. Coolness is shit. Respectability is shit. All that stuff doesn't 
matter. What makes me feel good might be cheesy top another person, but who the hell cares. Elitist 
pos only in some ways. I don't want to give a shit about stupid judgements. We need a firestrom to 
purify. Did I ever mention how much I love earth crisis? Funny to be on this page huh? The new ep 
rocks all out. Dig it up babys. And like D$ said the chorus is godhead. Enough of that. I had tator 
tots for lunch today, or some replica of them. Oh they were great. I love little processed potato wedges. 
I am in spelling errors pos just like dan q. I can't spell worth shit. The other day I tried to play scrabble 
and it was traumatic. No man is wrong. No man is bad. Pass this creation enter my dominion. Love 
is the insistenceon all beauty and justice. Give methegun and I will bring you more love than a flower. 
Fight and see the future is not so real. The revolution is the same as the heaven of those Christians. 
Put it off for another day. While all get killed. I will not play the waiting game. Watching all that 
is love destroyed. Bank man can you see it coming. Can you see the fall of this hated empire. No 
and neither can I. I have no faith in death by nuclear bombs. I have no faith in the forty days and forty 
nights. Jesus is not. He has not come again. Give me the sword. Let the lions take their toll. Let lions 
come and eat the refuse of this destruction. Let them come in a kill. Not a victim. Not cancer cell. 
I am the god of my creation. I am the souls true designs. Follow what is what for me. If the death 
of that is in my eyes than so shall it be. Continue on with the path of regeneration. Of multiplications. 
Of creation. Of love and throw out the disgust and hate. Bring eden back commission. Bring back 
the creation. No more golden ages. Safari club is happening this weekend in a town near you. Those 
days of my youth are here again. I never lost them. I am still alive. I am still happy. Dust to dust 
I survive. I am cycled in and out throughout. Give me the things I need to build. I am nothing more 
than this. I am nothing more than what I decide. Some days I look towards evolution. Some days 
I just think about taking walks in the forest. Today I am happy to sit and listen to good music. I think 
I had a dream with dunhil cigarettes last night or so. Not sure when. I wonder how many people think 
that I am stupid or silly or unrealistic when they read my zine. More and more insecurity with this 
zine. The others I didn't feel all that insecure. Now I feel so amazingly insecure. I often feel like I 
have nothing to say and I should just wander around. Some days I just want to be in a drug induced 
stupor for the rest of my life so I don't have to deal with reality. Don't have to deal with all this bullshit 
around me. I don't know. Didn't I say that I was going to eliminate I don't know and whatever from 
my vocabulary? Another failure. You know some kid called me a perfectionist. That was a funny 
one. I am a lazy as no giving a shit kid if there ever was one. Intentional lazy society for krsna 
consciousness. A term that was coined. A term that was so true. The boy is all about comfort. Life 
oh yes if all about comfortibility. Oh yes it feels good now. The drugs is in my system the drug of 
the euphoria of being able to write again. The rush. The energy. This is what it is all bout this being 
able to let go and write and not give a shit about what is coming out. No more structure. Too much 
structure got a hold of this zine. Too many pages with single ideas that is all wrong. No spelling and 
no grammar and no ever punctuation is the best way. No care for that stuff at all. All sorts of love 
and care and oh yeah listing to great music that makes me feels good. I remember when I first got this 
tape and I hated it. I thought it sucked. But now I love now I know how great it is. So many prejudged 
tapes. Often times I will hate a record and then absolutely love it. I remember when I was in the who 
knows what grade and I went away to do a camp thing for these kids and my mom bought me the bad 
brains i against i tape that is an amazing tape. And I was at that Christian camp and the night before 
the camp I had shaved off my pubic hair because it was bothering me and I had to change in front of 
people and it was intense. But at any rate I played the bad brains tape for this thing i had to say, all 
sorts of bullshit. I keep remembering all of these religious camp things that I had to go to. I went in 
I think ninth and tenth grade. Yeah that is right. I was too wigged out to go in eleventh grade. I went 
to this one thing in ny at a lake in tenth grade and I would eat these incredible ice cream things sort 
of like those things that you get at dairy queen. The ones with candy in them, blizzards I think they 
are called. And this one time at the beach when I was first a vegetarian in ninth grade and they didn't 
feed me so well. I think all I ate was ice cream from this store and I also got comics and this book called 
pure evil there. We would walk up to the place an it was kinda fun. The older kids would smoke cigars 
and play poker but I didn't smoke so I didn't get to do it. And they made fake margueritas and we 
listened to danzig and the smiths and a bunch of other stuff and talked about sex. This girl I met there 
was almost the first person besides a brief thing in fourth grade that I told I like boys. But I didn't and 
she never even talked to me again really except this one time when I was on yet another retreat. I went 
on a lot of retreats I guess. And she had been talking to her mom and she came up and talked to me 
at this one thing when you were supposed to tell people you were sorry and I cried. No one noticed 
though. But she never spoke to me after that anyway. I don't really blame her but I wish she could 
have told me. I wish she could have talked to me about it. It doesn't even matter any more. I think 
I might take a shower soon. I probably smell bad. I do smell my bo. One time when i went to visit 
loma at her school she unzipped my pants and screamed that I smelled like hell. I had blue hair then 
and she made me sleep on a towel or something so I didn't wipe it on her floor or pillows. We ran 
around her campus and then went to taco bell (hey so I was a sinner but it was a long time ago I swear) 
And on the way back this kid was asking us in this totally snobby way why we went to that school. 

eat more to f _u 























I am transmitting in now a very important message. Of the utmost interest to all of 
the people. Incoming fiber. See today. It is alive. The time is not relevant anymore. 
Death no longer hangs over except to tell me to hurry my pace in doing what I want 
to. The compromise is a lie. All a lie. The only sin is to place any emphasis on sin 
or naughtiness. Loddy doddy it is all here and in the frame of right now in the 
connection. Yep ever all and all and all here out. Now moog establishes the virtue of 
time and on forever. Time is a joke. It is not relevant, death is not relevant. Be 
happy and fight against all the bullshit you are responsible for fighting. Learn how to 
suck and fuck better. The connection says to learn the words about fighting and 
warring. Learn learn and eat all the treats you can find. I place no emphasis on the 
religious icons of a group of people so afraid to die that they in turn put away living. 
The only feeling I have for those things is for my own usage. And let me get again 
into the talk about fuck and fuck you and cunt and suck my dick. Who thinks these 
are bad things? Who thinks they are proper insults? Who would rather die than be a 
cunt or fuck or suck clit? Who wants to keep violence and sex related? Fuck you - 
forced sex. Simply think about what your words mean next time you go to insult a 
person. You are responsible for your actions. It is not ok any longer to put the blame 
on anyone else. The aim is not fame or any of that bullshit but instead realistic 
change where what is right for all living things is put up as the utmost as opposed to the welfare of just a few. No time to argue uselessly about ideas 
when we realize they are wrong. No time to try to save face or ego. This is the time of action in consideration of every possible thing. No more 
stupid little rich brats screaming about change that is impossible for all concerned. No more disregard for human life or any other life for that matter. 
No more screaming about rights when the action takes away the wellness of another. Action has a reaction and all must be prepared to face that 
reaction. No more idiots rehashing stupid arguments about abortion. If you do not know the facts you need to shut up and investigate. If you have a 
problem you must have a legitimate solution. The end of one issue politics focusing on the issue of the year, while dropping last years issue because 
we got over it. When in fact it was just labeled as no longer cool to talk about because all of the idiots kept repeating the same articles and stupid 
arguments. Change must be enacted. Time to study the fuck up and be realistic and become scientist and engineers and information gatherers. Time 
to develop into all aspects of a society. Offer real solutions instead of just complaining about problems that you have absolutely no interest in helping 
to overcome. No more talking about classism and the environmental movement and refusing to make any changes in yourself. No more putting 
yourself at the bottom of the groups of society. No more playing most oppressed. No more putting all of the responsibility on the people with less. 
The answer is here and now. The answer is you and I. The answer is to get smart and to start to restructure. This is the era of the death of the ego. 
The death of the idea of the solo person. This is the world of the group and the individual. This is the time for more rights and more freedom. This 
is the time to enforce equality. This is the time to get the hell of your high horse and do something. You are the enemy and so am I. There are no 
good people. We all must change. Get the hell out of the pleasure garden and start talking about responsibility. Think about your change in the last 
few months. What is it? Have you become a better or worse person. No more believing that there is no room for change. No more pretending. No 
more selfishness. Who the hell are you and what are you doing? How do you treat the people around you? How do you take action in your daily 
life? When was the last time you learned something? When was the last time you volunteered? When was the last time you did direct action? 

When was the time you got off your ass and stopped blaming others for the problems in this world? You suck shit. I know you, because you are just 
as much me as you are yourself. My problems are the same as yours. When was the last time you came trough with one of your speeches? Ten year 
plan. And you kids who want revolution do you think that you can run a country or a world? Can you work the water system. The education 
system. The protection? Got to start some real thinking. Got to do some real studying. If you want revolution or any sort of change you best be 
prepared to start it. There is no revolution coming unless you plan it. The workers might be getting upset but there will be no revolution. You have 
been lied to and told that it can never happen. You don't know your history if you think it has not happened before. And if you are afraid of stepping 
on some toes then I don't know what to say to you. Yes non violence is the supreme but sometimes that is not the way that change is made. So yes 
all life is sacred but when you are talking numbers. Out with the old in with the new. Search for the connections. Look around. 
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I find it really strange that we would rather sit in this situation and rot and die and let people ruin and destroy everything because of laziness 
and fear of doing the wrong thing. Go ahead label me as a angry young man and trivialize all I think and have to say. Yeah I agree that I 
will probably be some washed out piece of shit just like all the rest. I agree. But now that is not the point. Now the idea is that there is 
room for change and there is room for standing up and doing what you believe in. I know it is possible. There are far too many examples of 
people not settling for this bullshit society that we live in. And the people who try to tell me that this country is good. Shut the hell up. 

What are you thinking? Do you honestly believe that? Do you believe that people starving is all right. Do you think that the stratification 
that goes on in this world is ok? This world needs to be drastically changed. This society can not last. History tells us that it must end. 

You people on your high horses thinking that you are doing enough need to get the hell off. You are not doing enough. Even if you are a 
super double wookie wookie vegan who grows Hir own food you are not doing enough. This world is corrupt and there needs to be 
solutions put forth. No more sitting back and laughing at all the efforts of the others. No more pompous bullshit. This is not a world where 
life is meant to be easy. This is not a world where we are just to sit and 
let things coast by. This is not junior high, you can not shirk your 
responsibility anymore. It is not acceptable to have a world run for the 
profit of a few people. It is not all right to have people die because others 
don't careor wont go through the effort to help them. Death to this cold 
selfish world bullshit. It is all of our responsibility to ensure the 
rectifying of thissituation. Life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness must 
be available to all. Premature death due to greed of those in power is a 
horrible travesty. All people must have the same chances to live and 
grow as they are supposed to. I easy to trivialize all that I say and call 
me an angry young man, but in no way will I let my ego interfere with 
my education. I may be young, I may be naive but I know that the kind of 
terrorism that goes on daily is not acceptable. I can only grow from here 
I seek information and I seek wisdom that will make this hell break as 
much as I can. So continue to call me silly and continue to say that my 
ideas are not new and I will continue to learn and try to think of ways to 
destroy this warped prison. Yes you may have cared but where are you 
now? Your greed took you away. Your words may remain to push all 
those who seek kindness and fairness on but it doesn't matter whether 
you are here or I am here. Onward with liberation. My anger has a 
name and my hate has meaning. The total annihilation of this demonic 
civilization is my goal and there will always be people with the same aim. 

















Last night was the drag dance at my school. You could say it was 
fantastic. Perhaps that is an understatement. Never before have I seen 
gender so skewed. One of the best things of the dance was my (and 
most of my compatriots) total abandon. I did what I wanted to and I 
feel great about it. Brought me back down to the basic human level. 
The basic animal level. The place where I want to be. No care for the 
illegitimate thoughts of others. - Stupid to deny the fact hat we are all 
animals. Ignorant to push up lofty ideals of being something better. 

We are natural. Unrefined. All is fine. And all this pompousness and 
false security is only amusing. We are all here. We are all insecure. 

All of us here are merely foolish creatures setting up play governments 
akin to the structures built up like ants. 

Realize now that there are no real answers, 
no solutions or legitimate goals in the long 
run. So after the revolution we will go back into work. But we will kill 
the grasshoppers who try to steal from us. We will have no pity for those 
who wish to get by on the deeds of others. Oh which reminds me of 
another thing. Well actually it was another thing that reminds me of the 
other thing. But I have heard it told that vegan reich is getting back 
together and will be doing a tour as wells as a full length album. Happiness 
all around. Which reminds me of another thing. Although I have no use 
for religion (hardline or otherwise) I don’t hate it as much as I used to. Or 
perhaps I hate it more but now I find it amusing and useful. Not that I am 
interested in joining any one of the numerous cults about... I don't know 
what the hell I am talking about nevermind. My solution. My solution. 
Oh yeah. My castration. The realization that I am mud. Happiness sets 
in again. Oh life is full. Joy. New hobby as of today: email Quite an 
interesting thing. Annoying a bit. Just received the vrcassingle. Thanks 
to mark. And if the other news I heard is true I would be the happiest boy 
in the united states. Got some new watercolors to scan. Oh but besides 
kids life is not ok. With me it is oh so whatever but abound it is hectic and 
crazy and unfair. Oh tell me we don't live in a racist state when the national 
guard is going to be called in to keep those in the ghetto from getting to 
the houses of the affluent. Kids this is time that calls for action. This is 
the time when you can make a change: And I ask you do you ask 
yourselves whether you want change or just glory. Oh to glorify the quite 
interesting earth crisis" Don’t let your outrage for injustice end where 
your selfishness begins " Yes oh fucking yes these words of inspiration. 
No longer is it the time for the poor to do with less. No more. Direct action 
now. Militancy in the face of the crimes against all. No time to be soft 
and fear treading on the feet of the enemy. Oh and kids don't forget who 
the enemy is. As they say in anarchy you must kill the cop inside first. Oh 
yes and kids it is far very far to fully accept one ideology on the bases of 
a few tenets. A person could possibly work with and without. I refuse to 
be subordinate in your "revolution". Oh my beautiful friend I must tell 
you that I will just use you to my own ends. I will fight by your side until 
the time comes to fight you too. So yes it is true that I can fight you and 
fuck you too. And oh my friend don't forget that you too must die and that 
you too are very insignificant so don't get caught up in the ego's games. 
Actions are the words that speak the loudest. So yes it might be hard and 
you might forget but every bit counts and every tiny bit is needed. So kids 
before you join that religion remember that you already have a religion 
inside and no one is capable of really telling you who you are besides 
yourself. So when you get scared don't reach for the security of another 
MAN'S words seek it inside yourself and you will surely find your true 
calling. As it is remember the law is for all and do what thou wilt shall be 
the whole of the law. Each one is gODD. Each one is in itself whole. 
Decide for yourself. Or deicide. For kids the murder is the most 
malicious. The murder is what shall be denied. End the slaughtering 
inside and out. Don't let the demons that posses you destroy all that is 


Forced Evolution 



beautiful and replace it with cancerous cells. Destroy the enemy. And 
remember that you are here for yourself. And that you have no right to tamper 
with the other creatures that you come in contact with. Veganism is just one 
of the solutions. Ignorance tells people that it is the sole solution but we here 
know so much better. Don't know it all but we know that evolution does not 
end nor does the latter that takes the universe to its next manifestation. Fight 
onwards beautiful men and women. Fight to the death if need be. Work 
yourselves to the bone to force this civilization to its next realization. Don't 
buy into the false revolutions of the ego's of the destroys and the keepers of 
the statue quo. We are here to decide what we want. We are here to voice our 
opinion. We are here to take what is rightfully our and that is our lives. No 

more can the interference be tolerated. I 
am human I am animal and I am the 
creature of my mind and this earth. I am 
a boon for this technology. For those of you who would like to call themselves 
revolutionaries can I ask you what you are doing? What have you done? What 
will you do? No need to talk about egos. It is essential to talk about actions 
and what is going on. Get the hell off your ass and instigate some action. Take 
the next step and help yourself. Your purity is not to be judged. We have no 
methods for that. Your actions can only speak for your constitution. Yeah 
whatever this is getting boring. Look kids let the shit flow out. Don't woiry 
about what others think just do what you think is right. Have fluid sexuality 
and fluid reality. Realize that what is real to you is not going to be real to 
everyone. Get tanked and play the sleepingbag game. Dance and neck with 
all of your friends. Suck your friend's toes. Do what you like with who you 
like and how you like. Eat hot dogs for breakfast and pancakes for dinner. 
Kiss girls and boys if it suits you to. Don’t kiss who you don't want to. Kiss 
as many of your friends as you want., even in one night. Suck your friends 
tongues. Yeah right on for open sexuality. Kill the robot is sex positive. Kill 
the robot is queer positive. Kill the robot is all about safer sex. Kill the robot 
is about all sorts of things kids can Figure out to do in bed. Kill the robot is 
most about responsibility and non judgment of what others find exciting in 
bed. There is no need to regret sexuality. It is fun and quite fulfilling. If it 
seems right do it. No need to figure that because you kissed a person or did 
a specific thing once that you are tied to that activity. So if you find a person 
attractive invite it over for a make out session. Kill the robot is all about being 
the worst kind of trashy drunk slut. And not regretting it in the morning. The 
most important things have got to be safety and consent. If you and a friend 
want to do it.,, do it. Oh enough of this. Full on bagels everyday! Got the 
hookup from mark. Yummy bagels. I feel like a large amount of people have 
latched on to veganism only to forget that there is a mass of problems in the 
world out there. Veganism as an excuse to stop trying to improve. It feels like 
the same kind if thing as the I am already anti sexist, racist, and homophobic 
what more do I need to do. And the idea that growing is not a process that 
continues forever. It does not stop at any specific thing but it keeps going. @ 
Pompous little kid games. Little child world. Hate me now because I don't 
want to play anymore. I am out. I am out of this game. I am out of this world... 
oh at least I want to try. Failure it seems is inevitable. I will be talking shit 
on someone tomorrow. I am no better. I am not anyone higher. I am the same 
as all the rest. No chosen ones No heroes. I am too just like the rest of all of 
you and me and I and us and we are animals. Little scared animals. Trying 
to figure out what the hell is going on. _ — 

I love punk rock because it makes me feel good plain 
and simple. If it did not make me feel good I would 
leave. No sense beating a dead horse... right? 

”1 think I recognize” ...Oh I don't know. It is almost Christmas. I have not 
done any shopping. Actually tomorrow is the last shopping day before 
Christmas. I hate shopping. Reminds me of a story barry told me. He said that 
act up ny demonstrated at a nordstroms because they fired a man who was 
hiv+. The people in act up went to the store and got on the escalators and 
started chanting" we're here, we're queer, and we're not shopping". That was 
one of the most humorous things I have heard in a while. Do not get in a fight 
dear. So it is all about house fraus. Living on a farm and doing zines and not 
ever leaving., not even to get food. Vique will live there also. She will cook. 
Barry said that was sexist.. I countered it with no it isn't because it has nothing 
to do wi.th her gender it has to do with her extraordinary cooking skills. D. 
rooks could not be our cook because I do not wish to eat pita bread and 
margarine everyday. Oh yeah she can make tofu fried. So maybe I did not 
know that you had to coat the tofu with something before you fried it. I am 
learning. Housefrau is an ethic. Barry will be doing a slip zine with me that 
should be out next month. Judge that as four months again if you wish. Yeah 
I admit that I talk all this shit and all I do all day is construct lego warships. 
Just finished wrestling with vique. Her ear is burning. Now we are eating stale 
pretzels. I heard about this kid who liked tofu a lot.. A real lot. Any way this 
kid was also into but fucking. The kid stuck tofu up his ass and it broke up 
into incredibly tiny little pieces and got stuck up his but. Better watch out. 
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When I sit here and pretend that it is all good and 
fine. I am lying. It might be but it could all be 
wrong. 1 could be all wrong and for that 1 am 
scared. Very scared. Fuck that is my real 
emotion. My real thing. Saying one thing, 
although. 1 might be thinking another. Looking 
out into someplace other than where 1 should be 
looking. 1 am just a kid and the shit that 1 say is 
just the" words of a kid. Or even just a human with 
a small amount of intelligence. So do I know? So 
can 1 tell what 1 like and what I hate. Do I feel 
good or bad? Often times I lie in the middle and 
1 can't figure out what. All the stuff is unreal. 
Bullshit."What 1 want to say is that I am unsure 
of tons of things. I am merely moving through 
time. Merely"floating about like those cells I 
looked at in a petri dish when I was in science 
class in the tenth grade and all those other grades. 
1 mean when you look at cars and car lights on the 
highway and realize how much they look like 
ants, what does that mean? The similarities are 
frightening. Loss of control is bad and I almost 
never feel like 1 am in control at least right now 
I feel like I am never in control. Feel like I am out 
on that ship in the water and I want to hold on to 
the deck so hard because I am afraid I am going 
to fall into the water and drown. I want to be on 
the land so bad. I don't want to drown. I don't 
want to die. I want to kiss the land when I reach 
it. The land seems incredibly far away. I am 
afraid and then I am also confidant. I think I 
might walk down that alley in Turkey again and 
get taken to a room and be killed. Be pulled into 
this weird shit that I l)ad no idea about. Other 
peoples lives and plans and ambitions and they 
want to live forever and they don't realized that 
they are taking from me the very thing that they 


For your consumption 


There is absolutely no excuse to 
become a slack vegan/vegetarian if 
you decide to partake in the fruits of 
intoxication. Here is a few sub¬ 
stances that are in fact vegan. 
Thanks go to swami shayne and still 
angry for this list. Still try not to 
support corporate businesses so 
please try to get your candy from 
smaller places and places without 
horrible ads. It is vour responsibility 
to be well informed. 

Alcohol: Mickey’s, All shlitz brands. 
Rolling Rock, Shiner Bock, Lone 
Star Bock, Anchor Stream, Julius 
Echter, Young's (old Nick). Appar¬ 
ently Stout is never vegan. 
Smokes: Chesterfield, Brown and 
Williamson (Viceroy, Raleigh, 
Bugler, and more) Dunhill Interna¬ 
tional, Ardath Tobacco (555, fif¬ 
teens), G.A. georgepulo & CO. 
(Rameses, Afrodite, Andron) Silk 
Cuts, John Player Specials. 

All of this information was obtained 
from the international vegan society 
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want so bad. So maybe 
can't be too sure though, | 
that is about anything. I; 
haven't put the alcohol that i 
shayne sent me in the fridge J 
yet. Perhaps it is a symbolic | 
gesture. As to the fact that I ] 
shouldn't drink or rather that j 
I wont get a chance to drink ;i 
for a while, because I am ] 
busy with shit now. Possi¬ 
bly I would drink on \ 

Wednesday for the dance. 

Who knows no reason to ;j 
plan ahead. Tonight I drank j 
about ten ounces just be- j 
cause it was there and it j 
tasted good. Beer is an ac- j 
quired taste, I suppose I have j 
aquired it a while ago. No 
problem with me. Excess 
would be a problem for me. Got to retain a 
pretense of control. I wouldn’t pretend that I 
know what is going on though. Just here and 
living and trying to make the best of the situation. 
You see it is better when you simply go along with 
the ritual and don't say anything. Don’t bring their 
attention to the fact of what you are doing. Don't 
let them in on your little secret, even if they are 
involved. Better to light the candle and ignore all 
of the other stuff. Sweater vests and all. [ 
watching you watch the breakdown makes me sad 
too. 1 feel the spiraling down but I want to deny. 

I want this experiment to prove true my claims. 
The only thing is that it seems so much to be doing 
the opposite. I want to cry because I see the pull 
and I know that you fear getting hurt again. I fear 
hurting you. I fear hurting myself. I am trying to 
be real.] I want it all to be real. But everything 
keeps sliding away from me. I keep getting more 
and more relaxed. No role model here. No one at 
all to help you guide. And yet again there is no 
excuse for apathy. If intoxication takes away your 
action kill that disease. Of course the decision 
must be ours to take but when that decision effects 
other living creatures payment must be full. There 
can be no right to infringe on the lives of others. I 
would have to admit that 1 have had many an 
enlightening experience when I was on drugs. 
Right now I have a desire for alcohol. I would like 
to drink but unfortunately (for me) 1 am not able 
to. Oh well. So I am working on this zine when I 
have a million other things to do. One of the main 
reasons I decided to use intoxicants again was 
because I thought about what my idea of what life 
should be like. I realized that my main goal in life 
was to be happy and to enjoy myself. After 
figuring out that these things are vegan, as op¬ 
posed to misinformation put out by some well 
meaning but inaccurate people, and reading a 
large amount of books on drug usage, 1 decided 
that it was in my best interest to drop what I 
believed a dogmatic system of beliefs that I couldn't 
defend any longer. Yes I am fully aware of the 
many problems of usage of substances, although, 
I strongly feel that they don't not automatically 
take control of a person or destroy all of their 
positive aspects. I have had many great and life 
enriching experiences on a variety of substances. 
I am not trying to convert anyone to my way of 
thinking, I am simply putting out my reasoning 
and these facts on vegan substances. Do what you 
feel is best for you. By putting information on 
cigarettes I in no way mean to say that I support 
smoking cigarettes or believe it to be a good thing. 
I merely feel that the less support for animal 
testing and product using companies the better. 
Also I believe that this information is very impor¬ 



tant. It is bad an cheesy to write about drugs and 
alcohol but I simply don't care and I wish to offer 
my experiences to any who are interested. David 
Hake. So here and after, on and on. The life is 
a crime. The life of the liar. The life of the one 
who merely follows to follow and be accepted. I 
don't care. I don't want to care. I want to do what 
is best. No critique of you or yours just me and 
mine. I am eating stale bagels that I got from 
mark kramer ex of need. I heated it up in the 
microwave with a bowl of water to make them 
moist. My teeth hurt real bad because I ate them. 
Well actually not so bad because I don't feel it so 
much anymore. Once more in this bullshit 


I guess that my whole thing 
with this issue is that I know 
that drugs are "wrong" and 
"evil" and I am supposed to be 
"ashamed" about them, al¬ 
though, I don't know the ways 
they can kill me. 


world. I am fed half-truths and misinformation. 
Hysterical people yell at me. Yeah perhaps they 
are well meaning but in truth their words just 
hurt. I am sick of this society built on emotion¬ 
ally filled information that is more often not so 
totally true. I want the real shit. I don't want to 
read charged lines from an animal rights activist 
on vivisection. How the hell am I going to get the 
real information. I don't want to get falsified 
personalized info surmised by a thoughtful party. 
I want facts and data. No more faith placed in 
sugar coated force fed lies told to me by "friends". 
I don’t care about the issues. I don't care about 
any of it. I want to know what the hell is going 
on and not what you or I perceive to be going on. 
Down with half stepping vested interests and up 
with some serious., yeah 
whatever. I am bought 
and sold just like the rest. 

Fuck hand me some 
candy and make sure 
that it doesn't have what 
I can't eat this week be¬ 
cause someone told me 
not to eat it. Diet regu¬ 
lation is posh. Suck me 
off kids I am fucking 
out of here and just go¬ 
ing to listen to split lip. 
















super dope lifetime flavor. The robot, the killer. 
The faker. Fairtaker. Up and all out over the 
upside. Yeah back to the basic shit. Down 
inside. Lt on. Making that kid feel so wonderful. 
And know should I he, wrote about the flowers 
and the trees in the perfectly trite way. Ok ok not 
now. Feeling fresh and fine today is a sober day. 
But I got used to the good feeling of the area so 
the kid feels good all the time now. Got my book 
read, got some thoughts gots some words to write 
so I am happy. The zine writing tape is on and 
kids we all know that is good for me. The useless 
at daisy's house tape. Um huh the good vibes are 
flowing and I feel useful once again in my life. I 
think this issue of my zine is going to continue 
because right now I am loving the rate of today. 
Yeah it is fine now. Bike got stolen but I am not 
upset yet. Yeah I am. I am pissed but it was my 
fault. All my food is out and I am extra so extra 
hungry. Well I have some peanuts but they look 
bad. The peanuts have been sitting outside all the 
time. For what I suppose is a free Christian video 
call -The anti Christ- 1-800- real hot. Vine yet 
again fuck! Just doesn't make any sense. Doesn't 
make any fuck¬ 
ing sense. The 
robot, the killer. 

The meeting 
place. Hey you 
who say that 
vegan kids are 
all talk we are 
going to do 
some DA on the 
caf. Get some 
good vegan 
desserts. So we 
got the salon 
here at school. 

The kids hang 
out and mello 
out. Fucking great. Fuck- ing so good feeling. 
Happy to be alive. Look at the sky and flow¬ 
ers kind of day and life today. I don't give a 
shit about anything but I love it all anyway. The 
insense is good. Props go to jack and shayne and 
ryan for the care package. Not so forced where 
it is no longer any good but just this shit that is 
milked out. Guns for all the kids. I did take the 
chance and it feels good. It is great. I am the kid 
here and now. In my room at nine thirty seven. 
I appreciate drew. I do not like poetry that much. 
There is no fantasy world anymore. I am here 
and always have been. I might let my self get. 
Here age later now. Away. Sex one two three 
baby, sex one two three. Here again ages later 
now. Probably two months later. Yeah it has 
been quite a while since I scanned this picture. 
Jason row., sounds like one of those jonny harder 
jokes. Speaking of harder. Please don't talk 
about how bad hardline is. It is just annoying. 
People should only talk about hardline in a sexual 
way. In a fetish way. It means nothing. It is 
nothing. It is not threatening. A few years ago 
yeah talking shit on hardline would be good but 
now it is pointless. It is kind of like saying that 
you are politically incorrect. Cheesy and stupid. 
Hardline is good for a good soundtrack to mas¬ 
turbation and that is about it. Anyway i met this 
very well heeled elf the other day. When people 
talk bout well heeled I always think of like high 
heels or something. I never think of oh they have 
lots of cash. I don't know how that got to be that 
way. I am sure it has some dumb english commie 
pinko left hander meaning. Or foundation I 
mean. Ok so there was this one day when these 
kids came to visit this kid. And they went to 
some huge mega city in the middle of hell. There 
were two girls and one boy. One of the girls and 



one of the boys went to this school out in the 
middle of the woods. The boy didn't go to the 
school at that time because he was away doing 
like work for public relations and donation solici¬ 
tation or something like that. So the girl had not 
taken acid in (well like a month) but she got all 
weird on acid and hated to be in cars. The girls and 
the boy got into the car and drove to the hell city 
of whatever it was and one of the girls thought that 
she was going to get beat up the entire time. The 
other girl just wanted to play arcade games or 
have fun or something and the boy was smoking 
cigarettes and getting yelled at by the crazy girl 
who was tripping. One of the girls and the boy 
were tripping. The other girl was sober. The first 
girl was totally afraid that she was going to 
something real wrong and get beat up. She could 
not stay in a store for more than a minute because 
she thought that the people in the store were 
talking about her. When she went to this big hell 
record store this other girl, who was way 
her but she was so bugged 
do anything and when the 


cute, was looking at 
out that she couldn't 
girl and the boy sat 


sex sex ooh it is 


wish they would make comic books for the night¬ 
mare before Christmas. That was one of the best 
movies I have ever seen. I loved it so much . My 
own daughter drunk on Christmas, what a disgrace. 
So barry wants me to write about him. About how 
I met him and how he is fabulous and he changed 
my life. He is driven by fame. He is great and 
wonderful. He is going to be doing a fanzine soon 
and it will kick ass. And I kissed him and his sister. 
On different occasions. He likes the glen. He is an 
angry young man. Barry hates family matters 
show. He was at the store shopping and he saw a 
homemade pasta maker. And he was suddenly 
struck to be domestic., a housefrau. And since he 
has come to ny he has been busy all the time. In fact 
the time he spent in ohio with me was the only break 
from that. And most days he is gone from eight pm 
to eleven at night doing a hundred things. Like 
homework to plotting protests. But he saw this 
homemade pasta maker and he realized that he 
really wanted to have a home instead of a place 
where he sleeps for five hours a night. And he 
started having these weird longings to be a housefrau 
and to live in the country or something an d maybe 



outside a coat rack store and this girl came by and 
the other girl just freaked out and hid under her 
hood and laughed and looked crazy. Ok ok so the 
girl pleads the other girl and the boy to drive back 
to the small town school in the woods so she wont 
get beat up. They finally agree to after hours of 
begging. The girl and the boy had gotten a pizza 
and they wanted to stop at a rest stop to hang out 
and the other girl was like ok. They got out at this 
place that was all weird an old gas station that was 
being fixed up. There was this huge hole. I mean 
like a crater or something there and the girl asked 
the other girl to come over by the crater with her. 
The second girl was scared because the first one 
had a look of "I am tripping and he is tripping but 
she is not if I throw her in the hole everything will 
be fine". The first girl brought the second girl over 
to the hole and showed her a dead cat. The second 
girl was relieved because she then knew that she 
wasn't going to get thrown in the hole. The only 
thing was the first girl could not figure out if the 
cat was dead or if it needed a vet. The whole 
situation was very creepy. The end. Sort of. I 
think that as I am getting older and older I am 
getting attracted to older and older people. I mean 
I like the facial structure of people who are older. 
I guess that is the way that it is supposed to work. 
A person gets older and their tastes mature also. I 
am totally on the five minute crush team. Every 
five minutes I have a big huge crush on someone. 
I go to different towns and I am like yeah get on 
me. Come over here and shit like that. Of course 
i never say that I just think it. I almost never tell 
a person I have a crush on them unless they 
obviously act like they dig me also. I am listening 
to the not for the lack of trying part of the dates 7" 
and I thought she just said "I'm farting". I know 
she did not though. Tim burton is the greatest. I 


even someday have a 
build a home together, 
doesn't know what to 
ing all this important 


real lover and lover and 
More from barry but he 
give up because he is do- 
stuff. And he has all of 


these conflicting desires. He wasn't to be a worker 
writer student activist housefrau. The end. He is 
Also very mean. His mom is very incredible. In 
england they have the midlands. America is num¬ 
ber one. USA number one. In england they have 
sweeties. One year my sister bought me a tonto for 
Christmas. Apparently cher got a few ribs removed. 
It's funny people talk about gender roles and stuff 
and they are dumb that is it. I have absolutely 
nothing to write about anymore. Tomorrow I am 
going to church because tonight is Christmas eve. 
Church. Does that make me a bad kid? I don't care 
too much. I am happy to go to church. I love church. 
I love chanaka. I love little guns. I love jesus. I love 
my mommy too. I look at all the vampires. Tofu 
motherfucker. I like hoover but the some privates 
makes me sad. Real sad. I am not into 
intergenrational love at all. I think it is abusive in 
most circumstances. Whatever fight me. But at 
least talk truth and don't pretend that you are doing 
something other than what you are doing. Lies are 
only stupid. And coded words are also stupid. A 
fake word is still an insult. Words don't change the 
hell of reality. And dare is a mud sucker. You make 
me mad because you hurt me and hurt lots of other 
people and not just once you did it repeatedly than 
told me I was wrong. You blamed me. Told me that 
it was I who was the one who screwed up. Told me 
that I was unconformable. I am not wrong. Yes I 
am unconformable but that is because you don't 
listen., you never did listen when I told you that you 
were hurting me. It was hard enough to tell you that 
but then to keep having to say it again and again is 
more than I can bare. I want it to be over. 






I pledge allegiance to my soul. I pledge 
allegiance to all this creation and the flows 
within me. 1 sing of love for all this 
enwonderment around me. I beg for the 
realization of the true nature of all this 
situation. The wish is to be happy and for 
all to be happy. End this. My interest is 
not so unusual. In fact it is totally normal 
and repeated. But the situation calls for 
persons who understand that life is made 
up of many different things. Life is not 
just fighting but also picnicking and 
storming'the gates and eating strawberries 
and blowing up things. Life is much and 
more. Life is not just a simple thing but a 
varied complex thing. I have no right to 
condemn and i do not mean to. I do not 
mean to point fingers. I merely talk about 
the things that 1 care about. I do not 
believe that I am better than anyone. 1 
want that to be clear. I do not hold myself 
to be superior. I do not believe that we are 
born either knowing or unknowing. I have 
grown and 1 have progressed. I have both 
been smart and stupid, l am and have been 
altruistic and selfish. 1 do want change and 
I don't just want to sit by and wish for it. I 
don't believe that I have all of the solutions 
to the worlds problems. I do know that 
there are things that are in my power to 
change. I know about evolution and 
progression. I know a bit of my history. I 
know that I need to fight. I also know that 
1 am not only here to fight. I am also here 
to experience and to love and to be a part 
of this truly beautiful situation. I do not 
believe in sinners and saints. I do not 
believe that some will be saved and others 
will be destroyed. I am not one of the 
chosen people. I am a man with some 
ideas, perhaps heard and unheard. I am 
trying not to be hateful. I am trying to 
return to the compassion that I am sup¬ 
posed to believe in. I do care and that is 
why. I don’t want to see anything living in 
pain and I know that I can have an effect of 
the living situation of some. I know that I 
can do something. We don't live in a world 
of impossibilities. I imagine things am I 
demand a reality for those imaginations. I 
want to believe that all people care and 
most people want an end to this misery. I 
want to believe that people are rational and 
are interested in the welfare of all others. I 
want to bring this caring out in people. I 
want change and I want a better civiliza¬ 
tion. I don't want to surrender my soul to 
the deity of the dollar or the deity of 
comfort. I want to live to my potential. I 
want to do as I am supposed to do. There 
are times when I see violence as a solution 
and other times when I absolutely abhor 
violence. Now I am disgusted more by the 
classism, racism, speciesism, heterosexism, 
sexism and every other destructionism than 
by violence. I want to see love placed on a 
pedestal. I want full on democracy for all. 

I want the destruction of this ridiculous 
nation and civilization. I want the rein¬ 
statement of consideration. I do not 
believe that letting things suffer and die 
because you are afraid to bother and attack 
this system is compassion. 



hy 

it to bree 


' the fear of you touching my body. Fists to my 
skin. To my fucking face. I did nothing wrong. 
I never did a thing. You violate me. 

9 

• 

What makes you want to'Break my skin? Break 
my body. What would make me want to kill 
you? I am alienated from my body. I am far from 
those I love. I am not myself. I can not be 
myself. I am too far gone now. Just like you. I 
think I can understand why you want to hurt me. 
You want to save yourself. I will stay my own 
now. I will stay away., and try to get to you. 

because I don't want to die 


circle in on me. We are in a game. It was already chosen who was to win and who was to lose. I am used 
to this game. 1 am used to the loss of luck and chance. Everything was decided. This time I am bad and 
evil. I am not always the bad guy. The man dressed in black. Now I am. Now I have committed crimes 
against your lord. Your lie. Your life saver. Sadly enough my life destroyer. You are the stronger this 
time. I am the weak. I am the small. We fight. You win. Or do you? DO you win because you believe 
you do? DO you win because you took my skin? Took my head? I still play the game and build the walls 
that take my life. I am not on the other side. I am not any where else. Your violence like mine is only ugly. 
My courage like your own is sickening. It is all a lie. We never solve anything. I am ignorant just like you. 
My fist never brought me a solution in the locker room of my junior high school and any weapon I could 
devise now would serve me no better. I am weak on my own but I am far weaker fighting my own skin. 



tofu nuggets... worm's food. These are a few of my 
favorite things. Oh things are crazy insane. Who 
cares about all that anyway? Eye of newt. Bat's eye. 
Incidentally I was in the car with my mother the 
other day. I was driving her to work so I could use 
the car. I thought oh it is the crack of dawn why don’t 
I put on some soothing emo music that will not make 
my mother start screaming at me. I put on the Indian 
Summer/ Current split seven inch... which mrr's 
Tim Yo said my parents would like (amongst other 
wimpy music which they also are not going to be 
reviewing anymore, due to its non punkness) Back 
to the story. I put on the tape of the seven inch and 
let it play for a bit of the first song. My mother 
promptly started screaming and told me that this 
music was much too much for the morning and it 
was just noise. The point is that my mother, one of 
my parents, did not like this record. I do but I am 
sure none of the people on the mrr staff do. I must 
have misread the top ten lists because it seemed to 
me that a few of the non punk bands were on the lists 
of what people liked. Oh well, I guess from now on 
I will have to be cool enough to know when this type 
of record comes out since mrr the main networking 
place for punk rock records and shit will not be 
reviewing them or letting them have ads. Yeah on 
and on up the butt. Pom level. 

Evil white republicans. That 
is a quote. If I eat any more 
sweet shit tonight I am going 
to vomit. Viqueandlatethis 
candy today., the candy just 
happens to also be a laxative. 

When we got home I thought 
that if I did not take a shit in 
two minutes that I was going 
to explode. I need to not eat so 
much of that candy. Or sweet 
stuff in general and it makes 
me sick. Your bum to your 
fanny. A certain person just 
peed in front of me and then 
stood up and wiped itself. I 
also ate another piece of pie 
after going upstairs. We tried 
to go to the video store., well 
we did go to the video store 


but it was closed. In fact we went to three different 
video stores to see if they were open but none of 
them were open. None of them were even open. It 
was amazingly annoying. All I wanted to see was 
this one damn movie. You would think that there 
would be some non Christian people in my area to 
keep the damn movie store open. What is this world 
coming to? No open movie stores. How the fuck am 
i supposed to get through the night without a movie 
store that is open? Of all travesties., this is the worst. 
Whatever I don't even give a shit any more. I can't 
even care about the stupid fucking movie store. I 
wont even get mail tomorrow either. I hate the 
holidays. The holidays suck shit. Just an excuse to 
get drunk ad make kids feel really uncomfortable. 
To get all the irritating relatives together to harass 
me and yell about stupid shit and say racist and 
sexist shit. I hate this season. And what about this 
stupid show that is a benefit for dare? Who the hell 
is dumb enough to give a pathetic thing like dare 
more cash? Dare doesn't need money. Dare is shit. 
Stupid kids. Whose ever idea that one was needs to 
think before they try to plan something in the future. 
Dare.. I can't even believe it. Dare the high school 
.. elementary school people. Like there isn't a 
worthy cause out there. Dare can lick dirt. 













Angst., ha ha. Kind of funny. I hate to admit my angst. I dislike talking about 
feeling like shit. It makes me feel pathetic. Now I don’t mind so much. I do 
know that I am not some special alienated artist type. I am merely another 
person. And in this world that is crazy I am feeling very much anxiety and 
that is natural. Enough of that, hopefully. Try to get on to things that make 
me happy and pleased. I started to full on cook for myself again. Feels great. 

I am living high. I always think about people who don't want to work and 
what they would do all the time. I hate vacation. I hate having too much time 
on my hands. I should read "diary of a dope fiend" again. I recommend it 
for everyone. It is by A.Crowley. Totally talks about what would happen to 
people if they had nothing to do. I love that book, it is one of the funniest 
books I have read. When I was in the car, with my mother, reading that book 
I was also eating bad baba ganoush. I started to lick my fingers and my mom 
subsequently started to yell at me. Thinking that she was being annoying I 
sucked each one of my fingers. Then to further irritate/ freak her out I pulled 
off my shoes and socks and sucked each of my toes. It was one of the most 
rewarding things I did in nineteen ninety two. I advocate toe sucking in front 
of your parents for everyone. I have been reading this book of Herman 
Hesse's letters, the book is way inspiring because I get to see what a messed 
up person he was. Makes me feel less bad for not knowing what the hell is 
going on. I am in my parent's basement, so again I am listening to The Doors. 

I have also been listening to a lot of sense field. I am excited for the new 
record to come out. I don't understand this mike judge solo thing. Are people 
going to buy it? If anyone does please tell me what it is like. What do most 
people like to do in their spare time? I have been trying to find things to do 
and I can't. All I do is run around my house and cook. I cook all day now. 
Maybe I will go out and buy a whole slew of paint and start to paint again. 

I love to paint. If anyone knows of any thrilling things to do, by yourself, then 
please tell me. I am way sick of jerking off also, therefore, please don't 
include that. Not that it is sick or wrong, only that it has gotten to be 
unexciting. I love santana. Music is one of the best things in the entire world. 
Music is the thing that makes me happy. If is were not for music I don't think 
that I would want to be alive. One this idea that women are nature and that 
men are outsiders. I don't agree. I don't think that women are any more 
"natural". Perhaps it is all in essence. Like humans are not equal in reality, 
although in essence we all are. We all should have the same chances at 
happiness and all the rest, only we simply do not. I hate to walk by this one 
door in my parent's basement. There is this tree in there and I think that it is 
a man every time I pass. Scares the shit out of me. I wonder what the hell 
I am going to do with my life. I thought that I was going to go to graduate 
school, although, now I am not so sure. I ran into this guy at my school who 
was doing this display for graduate schools. He asked me questions but i 
could not think of answers. He asked me what my major was and I said that 
I did not know. I felt like I was heavily stoned. I was not. I had only been 
having a hard week because all of my school work was definitely due by the 
end of it. Most of it had been due a while before but I am bad at turning in 
things on time. Totally random shit. That is what it is all. 

They don't want to go home. Home is hell. Well would 
anyone want to go home when they were just going to get 
yelled at by people who are miserable too. 

Yeah running off at the mouth again. I hope no one thinks 
that this zine is the concrete truths that I live on everyday. 

That I don't have room to expand and change and contradict 
myself. I want and especially need the ability to figure things 
out and decide when I have been stupid and wrong. In these 
pages and often even on one page there will be totally drastic 
opposites. I am glad about that. I make no claims that I know 
everything. I am only human for fucking god's sake. Zine 
kid. Don't have all the solutions. Just have a few ideas and 
happen to enjoy writing them on paper and spreading them 
amongst my "friends". If you want the answers to all the 
worlds problems I would suggest looking at the strife record. 

Holding hands.... yeah! Anyways.. I am off again. I went 
into this "family"., as if we all don't know what that means, 
bookstore the other day. Yesterday, in fact, any ways I went 
in and I was looking around. I wanted to find out a place 
where I could get second hand religious stuff. Well I am in 
there and I am about to look at the occult stuff and I see this kid from my high 
school. I freaked out and ran out of the store. This kid had been punk, or 
something like that, and now he is a bom again Christian 


Not cool. Not now. Not ever. And especially not in the not cool way that sassy 
is going to market next year. I am sick of giving a shit about what other people 
think about me. I am an asshole. I am pompous. I am cheesy and most of 
all I am not real. I am shallow and fake. Mother fucking big time fake. Yeah 
but I don't care about all that now. At least for this minute. For this minute 
I don't care at all. I have no intentions of being real or cool or nice or any of 
that bullshit. I don't want to be in any cliques. I just don't give a shit about 
t it all. I know that everyone has good and bad aspects. Further more I know 
that even if a person is into other shit than I am they are still a fucking person 
and still deserve my re- 7 7 spect on the basis of that. 

Everyone does not need fl O T COOL to be into my same old 

bullshit insecure world_ to be exciting or incredible. 

Everyone is fucking amazing and great. Everyone is worth my time in some 
way or another. Even the most cheesy kids are cool as shit. Everyone grows 
and everyone has the ability to be interesting. What I mean is no kid can be 
cheesy. No kid can be stupid. I am not cool in the sense that I don't give a shit 
for that game and I refuse to participate in it. I refuse to do a "good" zine. I 
refuse to have the best thrift store clothes or the latest ultra rare 7" shitty 
record. My zine is for expressing the crap that comes into my life and the stuff 
that makes me happy and sad. The records I listen to make me feel good.. That 
is it. I don't care about any of the rest of it. If the grateful dead sounds good 
to me they are going to o be in my tape player. Fun love and angst from here 
on out. Out of the game. Out out out just like the shitty cigarette. Out of the 
little elitist world of me better than you. The things I love are the things I love 
and I don't care how cliche they are. So that is it on this for now. - 




I can not believe that I let you make me feel like shit. 
Feel bad. Let me feel like I can not talk openly. I can not 
believe that I let myself feel bad. Let myself hide. lean 
not believe that I degrade myself., in my own house., in 
my own life. I feel pathetic. I feel stupid. I am not 
wrong. I am right in this instance. It is you that need to 
change not I. You need to lighten up and let me be. 


Butter cup. It is time now to laugh. Laugh at how absurd the whole 
thing is. Laugh at how silly and pompous we all are and have been. Breathe 
in and laugh out. Tomorrow I may go to the park. Tomorrow I may do a whole 
lot of things. Who knows what I will do. I am reading this book that is thick. 
I wonder how long does it take most people to read a book? I feel guilty when 
it takes me a long time to read a book. I feel guilty about a lot of stuff. I am 
always feeling guilty about something. Going to bed too early, watching too 
much tv, jerking off too much, not doing the zine on time, eating too much, 
sitting around all day, and not reading enough of my book. Guilt sucks on me 
so much. Oh yeah and the worst thing I feel guilty about is spending money. 
Oh well. Let me tell a little story. When I was at the beach, the same year 
"risky business" came out, I was sleeping in a room with my sister and some 
of my parent's friends kids. We, the kids and I, were warm and the fan was 
in the other kid's parent's room. I got elected to get the fan. I went down and 
the kid's father was counting worms and other bugs on the floor. He said the 
fan was in their room. I went in to get the fan and the mother was lying naked 
on the bed. I ran out of the room and hid under the covers of my bed. I guess 
the dad brought up the fan later. I can't decide wether I should read or type 
up this zine. I want to go and read but I need to get this shit done soon or I am 
going to get castrated by vique. I don't think I hate anything any more than 
when people put on effected accents or write in dialects. I hate that!! I may 
go to new york on thursday. By the way I can not spell 
wendesday at all. Speaking of spelling. I can't do it. If I did 

not have spell check my spelling would be so.much 

worse. It would be so bad that people would not even read 
this shit. I can not spell even ordinary things. Tons of shit. 
I spell so bad. I better never become vice president because 
they would eat the shit out of my spelling, listening to sense 
field again for the hundredth millionth zillionth time. I ate 
really pathetically today. Bread and margarine level. Speak¬ 
ing of eps I hate them. If a band can not release either a 7" 
ep or a 12" full length they need to do what ever. I know they 
need to do they need to record a 12" full length. 12" eps are 
what I dislike. 7"s are bearable but 12"s are just obnoxious. 
Hair it's the biggest part of me., hands outstretched. It is my 
disease. Yeah yeah baby. I was playing with my brother 
today. I was throwing him on the couch. He is crazy. I 
thought that he was going to cry or break his neck but he did 
not he loved it. He kept jumping up, after shaking off for a 
minute, and would start screaming eady, eady. My brother 
rocks and I think that I am going to be spending some 
serious time with him in these next few weeks. @ even 
though I am a pathetic little man with no real ambitions and a silly hate for 
all the beauty that is around me and in me I feel that life is still worth it. In 
some way it is still all good and I still am happy even through all the misery 
that I subject myself to everyday. Yeah whatever. This sadness is not so bad. 
I swear that there is a million things to do and a zillion things that are great and 
fulfilling. It is true I fucking swear it. So maybe there is not anything that 
means anything but still music sounds good and food tastes good and 
swimming is fun. It is I tell you. @ So on from here. Tape trading with friends 
is the best thing in the world. If anyone wants to trade books with me. I don't 
know how it would work. Perhaps book trade lists like tape trade lists. Then 
everyone involved could get those books that they have been looking for that 
are hard to find. Reading is fun. That's it. 
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Another day and another several hours to 
spend. Is a.. well nevermind i just answered' 
my own question. The thing is what you 
it to be. 1 don't believe that I 
tioned it. Silly me. I need to 
week because I am planning 
in a few months and need some 
so. If anyone wishes to come 
please write and tell me. It will 
fairly scummy as traveling is 
thing to do and plan on keep- 
clean and well fed. lured out a 
things on my computer today 
makes me very happy. My 
has not gotten here yet which 
makes me scared. I hope that 
it will come tomorrow or some¬ 
thing. It would suck hard if I 
screwed something up and it 
not going to come for a while. I fucking love 
rupaul . He may be screwed up in some 
ways but I think that he is way kick ass in 
so may others. I just thought that if he had 
come out in the eighties that he would 
probably not have been as able to be open 
about his sexuality. Think that a drag 
queen can not be open about being a big 
fag? Think of boy george. Oh let me go 
into some shit talk right now. I was at a 
friends birthday party. We went to this 
restaurant to eat. We were at the restaurant 
and my school comes up and the sexual 
offense policy., let me go into that a bit. You 
have to ask the person you are getting to¬ 
gether with before each step. You would 
have to say something like " can I kiss you ?.. 
can I though your .. whatever" . I think the 
whole thing is a bit stupid and makes a mock¬ 
ery of rape prevention. Yeah I do think that if 
people not communicate during sex that they 
should not have sex, although, I feel this 
policy is incredibly unrealistic and I do not 
know anyone who follows it. Rape is a 
serous issue and I am sad to see that this 
stupid policy is what we have to combat 
it. On to the dinner again. This woman 
asks me about the policy asking " I 
heard that you have to ask a girl.." and I 
said well you have to ask a boy too. It 
isn't like my school is a bunch of dykes 
and no het couples or gay men. And then 
this kid starts in with a bunch of weird 
shit about sex with animals and I said., 
this point I was like ok I don't care 
started being real serious d I said that we 
were not allowed to have sex with animals 
at my school because that would not be 
consentual. They kept going on and then 
he said do you have to ask for but fucking?" 

The way he said it was so crass. I was still 
like well yeah if you want to have but sex 
with someone you have to ask them of course. I 
thought this guy was a big cock sucker because 
of the things that he was saying but this other 
kid., after we shamelessly got in the car later and 
began to talk shit on him, that he was not a fag. 
I still think he was but whatever. There is this 
one line in man lifting banner and i swear that it 
is "wonder twin powers..". I know that it is not' 
but I can pretend. I can get hard at man lifting 
banner shows and sing wonder twin pow¬ 
ers! I love mlb. I love tons 
of stuff but who cares about 
all that. I read this aldus 
huxly book yesterday and he 
rocks. It always amazes me 
to read books that have such 
similar opinions as ones that 
are curly thrown about. 


J yeah! probably start out by saying that this side of 
the page has nothing to do with the other side of this 
page. I finished my thought on the other side of the 
1 page and now here is an absolutely new thought., at 
I least a new thought for this page. Not to say that it is 
a new thought in the realm of the world. Nope only in 
the realm of this page. Ok so on. I could go back to 
the thought on the other side of this page. The end 
| thought. Ok so I find it crazy that people who are long 
dead espouse ideas that are way "modem. I don't 
mean that in a seriously naive way but in the way 
that I didn't think that some certain ideas were 
thought about by people that would be dead oh a 
lot of years. Of course they would though. It is 
silly and stupid for me to think that people would 
not think about the same things or that people now 
are so progressive. We may have nicer computers 
but the ideas... Ok ok so I am way bored with that 
whole thought train now. I am back home in DC 
right now. I need to find a place to print up this zine and a place 
to print up these pages from my computer. I was going to go 
to new york but I don’t think I have time to do that now. I might 
go later on during my quarter I plant to travel in march like I said 
and I think that it is going to be a north west thing. Oh I want 
to go to the farm animal sanctuary during the spring. After 
march I may do it. As of right now, if they would let me that is 
my plan. I would be there for like three months. Yeah physical 
labor!! Nature!! All that shit is go. Kill my pride yeah! Split lip 
is great. I can not see the comparison to soul asylum. Old soul 
asylum? Who knows. Found the lost pages for number sever 
therefore I may print it up real soon. As soon as I find a place 
to print it up. I may go into this one place but oh never mind. I 
laid 7 out by hand, therefore, it looks like shit. I can not decide 
wether I like it or hate it. I was supposed to soak my beans this 
morning so I could eat them tonight but I forgot again. Now they 
are going to be hard and I am going to have to eat bread., now 
stale and margarine for dinner tonight. That sicks. Or I might 
get the energy up to cook spaghetti. I will have to see. I was 
reading this way right wing newspaper that came to frank the 
other day and the editor was talking about the govt busting in on 
him all the time. It was weird. Things like that are strange. 
Made me think of all the times I have read in the way left wing's 
propaganda about the govt pulling shit on them. Either every¬ 
one is paranoid or the govt in all in everyone's business. I think 
it is probably a combination of both. Mix tapes have got to be 
my favorite things in the entire world. I love mix tapes. Ilove 
music. It usually can put me back into a good mood after I am 
in a bad mood. I hope that people never forget that music is 
an art form. That life is a art form. And art has meaning. 
Without art life would be shit. Art is king. Art has purpose 
but so does everything else., ok maybe it doesn't but some¬ 
things are important. Nothing I have found is most important. 

I am not on e-mail anymore because I am home now. I am not 
at school and on the schools e-mail network. I liked e-mail a 
lot. I like to have more time to do stuff also. Saw the trailer for 
aladan and I am absolutely captivated.. I have to go watch it 
right now., be back real soon. I love musicals. Don't want to 
talk. I don't want any of it. I feel more and more isolated. More 
and more unreal. I feel that even my feelings of patheticness are 
not real. I feel like they are just more of the conditions that are 
all around me. Tell me what I am and that is what I will become. 

I am sick in desperation, I am desperate for something that will 
make me realize that anything means something and that I have 
"made" a thing. I have made a thing and not just copied it from 
another. Perhaps my amalgamation is my creation. That is 
where it comes in. Well to tell everyone the truth it all seems 
stupid and I hate myself and I hate all of my actions. I hate how 
I love. I hate my desires. I want to get away. I want to be far 
away from any contact with humans. I want to be away from 
this person that I am. And when it all comes down all I can say 
is that I am going to try to be nice to the people around me. I 
am going to try to be nice to my parents, my friends, the people 
JI come in contact with. All of the people that also 
JB don't know what the hell is going on. The people 
that are innocent, because everyone is innocent. No 
one deserves to die or to be killed. Violence is silly 
and way to rash for a world with no real solutions. 
More compassion for those around me. More love 
to try for those around me. I will try. I swear. 
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the dumb girls in my ^feminist theory class, rumeli and 
I' morgan, kim for the sex book, f riendly' s ,'• river Pheonix, 

-r" J .*■ V*' ♦VV^/hi^C'- V ; ; *\v •!' ~ * V - ‘ f # 

dead mice/ ricki lake/ and whoever else for inspiring! 


Stuff 1 in here, oops, i was supposed to save that part 

; .. — . : ' •; / . . . , - ./;/ ' I 

for last, well, the first th ^ nc , y OU should know about me 
is that i'm, like, a total rule breaker, 'kay?| 
sheesh. so, this is a very last minute put together 
issue, filled with a fe w recent things and lots of 
rusty moldy old stuff, i don't know if there 




ill 


will be any more of these, i know that’s a total 
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Cliche thing to say, hut this one would not have 
existed if jason hadn't crawled up my butt .about my 
ng it done and stuff, if i do do more, they 


8 ** 4**0 .. 

- JJ & i>■ ‘ definitely vo „. t ' 

T-v.- -* won t come out 


II 


every 3 or four months like they have in the past. it's not that i'm apathetic 
or i don't think anymore, it's just that nothing ever comes out in words. 


translating thought, that run around my head into the english language can be 
really rough. i'm also in a place that doesn't offer much inspiration, i 

have about two friends, i usually don't like my classes, i live with strang¬ 
ers, and i never respond to my mail, not like it's all bad. me and my friends 
I have fun, i cook good food, sometimes we even put on fun shows, there's a 
photo booth near by, and we take rockin road trips to get the hell out of 

here. last issue i was gonna tell you why you should come visit western 
mass., this time i'm hardly advocating it. but i'm gonna stick it out one 
more semester, and if things don't brighten up ( i know it's up to me to 
make it happen, thanks mom) i'm gonna go away for a bit. where to? d.c, 
mayybe, cuz if ya didn't know, i'm like a total scenester, for sure, any- 
hoo, i like to babble and whine, and even tho i probably do it a lot more 
than i think i do in real life, i don't know you in real life, so read all 
about it (extra, extra), let me say that this issue was inspired by this 
tunes: huggy bear (live,too), native nod, cupid car club, chisel (live, too) 
the wolf, and not much else cuz i keep getting too lazy to put on a record 
so i turn on the radio, oh, the new bikini kill too. so, here's some stuff 
to read, maybe it will have a shred of meaning, if not, tough boogers on u. 
my address is: Christina, hampshire college, box 960, amherst, ma, 01002. 
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there's like three dead mice 

i have to pass each time i 
leave my apartment to go any¬ 
where else and it's so sad. 
one was right <un front of my 
door, i wrote r.i.p. biffy on 
a piece of paper and taped 
it next to her/him. i named 
another one spiffy and anothe 
r one fruity, one is really 

bad and someone totally step- 
ed on it and it's so far from 
a pretty sight, rumor has it 
that all the killing was_done 
by lenin, a cat that's lives 
near by. so why can't lenin's ' 

"owner" (ugh), do something ►*, 
about it, 1 first want to 1 

say. but maybe it's good that_ 
they are there, it makes me 
think, i can't walk by with¬ 
out looking, they're tiny 
little things, their fur all 
flat looking cuz it's been , 
raining, someone kicked bif¬ 
fy and now she/he's in a di¬ 
fferent spot. th<^ don't 
make me think about death 
the way river does, tho. i 
just found out last night he 
died, and it's like, so many 
'people die every day and no 
ione gives a shit cuz they're 
not rich white actor boys, . 
but i grew up with his movie 
s and to know he will never 
make another is just fucked 
if you can't tell, i haven' 
had anyone close to me die 
yet,knock on fucking wood, 
so it wierds me out it ways 

i'm not used to. so three 
less alive mice and one les 
s cool vegan actorboy in 
the world today, and every- 

thing keeps going q 
there are a few headlines 

concerning the latter, and 
the dj played some new or- £•: 
der for him last night on ■’% 
the radio, you can choose -y. 
what will affect you but £ 
some people have no choice^ 
in such matters, but it 
will be your turn someday £ 

and 
can' 
rors 
does 





















some words really bother me . pussy and bitch are two that come to mind, 
ibut the one that's most been on my mind lately is virgin, i've been think- 
, ing of doing a mini zine soon with virgin in the title, but since this 
zine will have a zillion times bigger circulation than anything i ever do 
myself, i thought i'd talk about this virgin crap now. you've probably 
already guessed that the reason the word virgin bothers me is cuz i am 
one. big whoop. the word brings to my mind an image of some heterosex¬ 
ual white girl with long blonde hair in some flimsy yet conservative 
white nightgown. and i think of all the stuff i've read about where men 
want to marry virgins so they can be the first to claim them even if they 
have done everything that moves before the marriage, the other day at a 
show my friend told me how she overheard a girl say about a boy on stage 
in a band, "i call boys who look like him virgin boys cuz they look so 
innocent", i have no idea what the fuck she was talking about, altho i 
gathered she meant it as some sort of put down. none of this makes sense, 
but i just cannot talk about what i really feel with anyone who has/ has 
had sex becuz i feel like the biggest fucking loser, i feel like people 
who are sexually active are totally condescending when they talk to me 
about sex even tho i'm sure they don't mean it that way. but the fact 
that everyone i know has been doing for the last half or third or quart¬ 
er of their lives something i've never done (did i mention i've also never 
been in a relationship or done anything physical w/ anyone) makes me 
feel really wierd. wierd is not the word, there's not a word for it. i 
just don't know what to say about it. but when all i know how to do is 
think people are cute, while everyone is like, gee, i wanna get laid, i 
don't know how to feel, and i don't know how to separate being attracted 
to people and thinking people are attractive, and maybe i never really 
have been attracted to people, since i never attempt to do anything about 
it, while everyone else is off trying to pair up and shit, like, i don't 
know if i want to kiss anyone, but i'm way too fucking scared to ever att¬ 
empt anything, especially w/ people more experienced than me, which is 
only all of the fucking world, and then there's being queer, most queers 
i know and mainstream queer culture are so based on sex it's not funny, 
and people don't think i'm really queer cuz i've never done anything w/ a 
girl, well fuck them cuz sex doesn't have anything to do with it. sex is 
supposed to be up there w/ sleeping and breathing, well maybe on your pri¬ 
ority list, fuck your assumptions, i don't feel any desire to be in a rela 
tionship cuz it's hard to want something you've never experienced and b) 
i've seen all my friends be in sucky ones or they end up sucky. but i do 
get jealous of everyone who seems to live this completely different life 
than me just cuz i get so curious, not to mention down on myself, i mean, 
have low enough self esteem w/o thinking about how everyone else is always 
finding out people have crushes on them and shit, while i'm this totally 
asexual being who lives in this different world, if all this wasn't such a 
part of life everything would be so different, i wouldn't have to explain 
my situation all the time, i'd be able to say "she/he's cute" without 
people jumping up to go find out everything about that person for me. i 
,-could go on but it's just too depressing and i don't want any fucking pity 
*all i ask is that you don't ask me how my (winkwink,nudgenudge) social 
|life is, cue i don't have one in that sense, and am not planning on it 
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l'm gonna mention something i didn't even want to since i think it's 
so trivial, but i think i will since i have a bit to say on the topic, 
and some assumptions might be made since there's x's all over the cover 

of this, i'm not straight-edge, i make no pretenses to be, and it's not 
something i aim to be. i have no problem with s ubsta n ce use, j ust abuse 


i have no problem with substance use 


o be vegan, ana one ofthe reasons 1 am is beacause tne 
le on this planet eat don't have a choice in the matter. 
that only affects me, i doubt the dork who grew it in his 
town somewhere or wherever tested it on animals (tell me 
e)» so, while i can say i'm not sxe cuz i don't want to 





lighten up, chick, she said to me. well, i'd rather not, i think, as i 
shut my mouth and drop the subject, it's important to me and therefore i 
don't want to take it lightly, but you're my friend and i must avoid 
conflict at all times so i will end the conversation, i got dressed that 
day and decided i wanted to wear lipstick, i don't wear it very often, 
but i have this really cool kinda blood red purpley crimson color i dig, 
so i decided to put it on. you look pretty, she said, i don't think i've 
ever seen you wear make up, she said, i casually mentioned that i find it 
amusing that the only time i'm complimented on my looks is when i wear 
make uo or aet "dressed up" for whatever occasion, she told me to lighten 
up. i wish 1 didn't feel the need to sometimes apply color to my lips, 
which are naturally a perfectly nice color, as are everyone's, but some¬ 
times i want to. and since we have all been conditioned to strive towards 
this image of what "beauty" is, and for women this image means applying 
a mask, i shouldn't be surprised that i receive compliments on the occas¬ 
ions when i do things to my self that are supposed to be helping me reach 
this image, and i wish compliments were not necessary at all. i wish girls 
didn't think they were doing eachother a favor by pointing out how "good" 
certain aspects of their physical appearance looks on certain days, cuz i 
want to not give a shit how i look, i want to wake up, shower if i feel 
particularly tired and not in order to look or smell "fresher", and i want 


to put on clothes that are comfortable and will keep me warm or cool depend¬ 
ing on the tempature, and i want to get on with my day. i want to have no 
desire to look in the mirror, to see how many more "flaws" i have on that 
day. but i haven't reached this point, i'm far from it, and every complim¬ 
ent i receive reminds me how often i don't receive them, which makes me feel 



that more shitty about my appearence,and my looks are something i want to 
ignore but your compliments bring them out into the open, out into a world 
where i am graded by body and facial part according to inane standards i 
want nothing to do with, and this is why i cannot and will not lighten up. 








do you feel sorry for cows? do you? do you? 

i'm standing there at work chopping celery and i'm hit with this 
question when i tell a co-worker that i am a vegetarian, he asked me 
if i was one after noting my less than enthusiatic reaction to the 
roast beef au jus (aka bone broth) mix he was holding.so he's stand¬ 
ing here asking me this idiotic question in a condescending tone and 
making me look like an imbecile no matter what i say. it's seven in 
the morning, i just want to do my food prep and get the fuck out. 
i'm not used to being confronted like this, i'm used to being surr¬ 
ounded by vegetarians and vegans and apologetic meat eaters, and i'm 
up against this and i know my "facts" and i know what my heart thinks 
but it can't come out. i mumble about the environment and health and 
he comes back to it, do you feel sorry for cows? no pal, i feel sorry 
for fuckin you, who thinks my compassion is something to mock, who 
thinks humans are supposed to eat meat even tho our teeth aren't 
sharp becuz we're smart enough to invent knives so we're smart enoughg 
to slice and dice animal flesh, he's from Wyoming where the cows run 
free and happy, he thinks they don't know they're going to die and 
they feel no pain when they do. and i'm a fucking wimp who just wants 
to avoid the conversation, i mumble about the many delicious and 
uncruel things i eat instead, i babble about the female cows that are 
rapped their entire lives and he gives me one point, he asks if i eat 
carrots grown with cow manure- good fucking question, i tell him no 
one's perfect but i make an effort, we tries to make me slip, he 
points to my sneakers and ask why i'm wearing leather, i tell him 
they're $12.99 vinyl from woolworths, thank you. he says they were 
made with oil and therefore i was for the war in the middle east, yeah 

whatever big guy 
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be defined, it makes me want to give up and play by the rules that hate me. 
cuz like i've said before, going against "girly" stuff by doing what boys 
are supposed to do makes no sense either, who says that's so great either? 
and think how fucked up a world it would be if everyone was "masculine"? 
total competition and fake toughness and lots of other stuff i despise, so 
i don't know what to do. i wish everything wasn't political^ if i wanted to 
wear a skirt or eyeliner or ask a boy to lift something really heavy for me, 
i could do it without feeling guilty, but i can't, and i guess it's really 
good to question everything, it just pisses me off that the ones who go by 
the rules and believe the lies and climb the ladder are the ones who have 
it easy in life, it's not fair that just cuz i strive to change things every 
day has to be this battle, if not w/ others that just in my mind. 


so i always end up thinking again about "masculine" and "feminine" and 

about how "unisex" and androgynous" in ^e/ay ^ ^e taught them is so 
false, cuz altho girls can wear clothes for boys but boys can t we 
clothes for girls? clothes traditionally for boys but now worn by girls, 
like jeans and tee shirts, are considered unisex, and a girl who ran loo 
liicp a bov and has short hair is androgynous, and vice versa for boys. 

it^always comes down to the fact that i don't want to look ster- 
eotypically 1 feminine, and all i can do to combat that is end up looking 
Uto a toy! to myself, i look like me being comfortable, but i know my mom 
thinks S ha^r is too short and she really wished i would wear skirts a 
bit more and we used to have fun going ciothes shopping and ^ eu P* 

and i don't do the girly things that separate toys ^avior from gi . 
and i wish i could break out of all of this, and create totally new stuff 
that cannot be defined and put in catagory a or b or c (c is for mixed up 

"ih! S quidelines BS easily 


or 

and 





it's pretty funny ^^^^ii^is^o^sSmething ^ 1 think about so 
1 ittle^this°issue^s^queer content -Chelan 

but when i think about how ^an^peopl of t hfs issue* will be like, 
my zine only/ and what t . . n t personal issue i can talk abou . 

i think it's like the most i^p tan enough cra p to say to fill ff 

i. 1 S, t T < 3 , n ^rci‘5r*.na * is luly 93- .* * care. 


deal with it p dad. i could tell them 

ask her how to tel ^ big spe ech on how l ® 
gether. shou 9 . first# or just say .■ 

still the same and book? the thing that! 

kills me is that 1 . his is W ay too personal to I 
anything, and i ^hem to start thinking ■ 

tell, i just ?? n 't want the ^ nice young 

about my settling it's a big part of me 

architect or anything, n so . the thing 

i am hiding and i f ®f f ^ing rules, i don't wa- 
is, i think being gay fuck lem wit h it. 

nna be any other way. worked up over 

it's not fair that i m 9*“* that i need to tell 
their reaction, it s no if your^ftet.** 

them, you don't tell yo^r ?they won't at firs 

5S, l iljnJT- ,e.l. line, pnllty^, , 


I 

hi 


i 


* ^3 


issues one and two. note use of quaint, empowering words 
these days. 
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Si°y d ie used'ls^ Sult e bv Straights, het girls who don't 
'Sill °— ^ society., they did, a^reallj; j 
JUiob £ 







e^er^within gay "communities" 

* "kire p^plTtW queers sncuidnuT 
7A oh hccpohobia f 

I/, , - * m * i I i f / / Li 















raphs. ^ V anViust comeover to me cuz I'm new t and so c 9 ol and 
— and sure tell me your lifestory in some 

pretend not to see me when you pass me 


nonpfofessmn^ T wlll never find a place so cozy and 

erpret nerfect where everything I am and love is there and 
„ ,i everyone else feels the samesamesame and I should just 
dra get over my fantasies and deal with the real and the now. 
aster; like here for instance I am at college and I am liking it 

-inclu^;^ i ^ n i t is i not n leld 3 tl«re's i a e zine a sc«le Ind'puttin' on 

;er. Ta«» 

r 11 a r i n .EereanT'everywher e get o^er it kill It i am not a part 
tuatlOI ^ ^ ^ could not care less, hello,you fuckin lame 

infprlass cliques you suck so bad. these fucking queer aliances 
. are supposed to be a support network thing, but no, you 

rimin idon't give anyone a chance do you.- ^nck your crew cuts 
...and leather jackets and folk music and shoviit up your 
>imilarass(with a latex glove on, of course), maybe I haven t 
given them a chance, maybe i , m_expecting j then^to^loye 

■ne and just c 
t ~.all hahahaha. 

, me ti little meting butpr 
hin rr in the hall, suck it. 

p ,so i know what to do, fucking put my sexuality in a little 
■>e madbox and lock the box and ditch the key and hang out with 
.the people yog do have something ^sav with even tho you 
Ome tfcan'trfelate in some ways in one way but sln F® 15 ex .J s 

1 a part of my life presently nor has it ever been, it does 
>VS anCnot matter does it. sexsexsex. people talk about it 

nevir.iltons at college they sure do. 1 wonder what's so great 
nevitat about it _ i can . t imagine it being anything any better 
' fire ithan what i can do myself, no, that’s a ii®- i °et it 
. -rules, i bet i’ll never know, awww, fuck, it s none of 
Spec if your biz. i wish for a queer punk scene soso bad but l 
T i ■ wonder if i'm selfish and shit for wanting it. i take it 
inis n all back, 1 take back all the labels i've slapped on my- 
celerarself to simplify explaining myself, i take back dyke and 
L and i take back punk but i'll keep dork, i just give up 

be mat tryin g to find cool queers becuz they don't get that i 
nc n f havemore important things, that i don't wish to look the 
’ r part and live the lifestyle, it's full,time queer or no 
en of queer, why do i keep buying evil yuppie gay mags with 

names like "out" when all i do is barf at the unbalanced 
rson Smale/female content and barf and heave at the articles on 
horncr going to the gym? everything here is really unconnected 

°'but it all ties together under confusion okay okay? should 
poor <i give up the search? cuz if i do, the cloney cliquey law 
r II will remain in place, like the wise ellen pointed out as 
ifl all vas crying last night.(she rocks), if i don't give up 
k P rrvrthey'll know i'm into it for real,,and maybe theyll get 
cul over my unqueerhipness. or mavbe l can shi 

no picture is 
ions warrant, 
imilar to that 
es. The arson 
:ed to accom- 
as it sifts the 
imains. That, 
erous. 

s somewhat 
ie photogra- 
usively util - 
i. The color 
• e phase and 
elp pinpoint 
rsh circum- 
't list must 
ind accesso- 
principallv 
-priate. The 
to mampu- 
ot liable to 
to fight the 

\*j< more 
inate shad- 


hoot than all 


>TH IS THEN THAT 


well hello and welcome to aimless blurb number 3 zillion, 



and did i mention that 1 told my 


mean today? yes, august 17th 1992 Christina's mom found out the truth, what happened was she 




2 no? way £e?¥gious7 Iike,‘for"example7’my dad. mom then says dad really isn't too bad 
that way, they've had alot of gay friends, who she proceeds to talk about, and wno are all 
male, of course, i ask her is she's had any lesbo friends and she doesn't really answer, i know 
she's dying to know if i'm one. so i start on how hets think gays of their sex are always after 
them which is so lame and conceited and shit, cuz i know she never had lesbo friends cuz they 
freak her out, and she says,"are you a lesbian?" and i just say "i guess so" all wimpy and shit, 
not proud or anything, but gimme a break, it was a tense moment, and what can i say, she just 
acted as if she'd asked me if i wanted pasta for dinner and i had said yes. like, it was no 
big de$l. arid she went on to.say how.she and d$d and kind$ thought.maybe i was and hov it.was 
my choice and she respected it, but l told hent's more like what l am, and although l think 
it rocks i didn't really choose it. i feel wierd that she knows, i still don't really wanna talk 
about it with her cuz i don't have much to say. we talked about telling my dad, and how he'll 
think it's.all his fault cuz the YP r ?- d i s centered aroun him. should i be rejoicing that my 
mom knows i'm a big queer and isn't faking me to therapy tomorrow? l know i'm really tucking 
lucky my mom is so decent, not decent, truly fantabulous, and i feel bad that some of my other 
friends can't tell, it's like how i felt distanced from friends when they all started losing 
their virginity, my being half way out of the closet parent-wise and them being far from ever 
telling their folks, i still don't know, i mean, i think i'd still feel wierd reading some queer 
book in h$r presence, i guess as time passes things will get more relaxed and stuff, i can't 
get over it. l don't feel much different than i did before i told, i guess i feel some relief. 


is mor 


and 


_ guess 

it doesn't really even matter that dad doesn't know because i barely talk to him, i feel 
. quiet when my mom falks about cute guys at the gym. at least she knows what is 
c'olnr^ up and understands somewhat.it still pisses me off tnat l should have to go through all this. 
i:> but there's np point.complaining cuz this is just how fukked things are in the world presentr 
at , lea ?t i'm making spme progress personally before i go and fucking pound some sense 
iiitWOmto the closed minded shits we are all surrounded by. "support queer youtnr f -gaybee #3. 
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die says she's 
dich't wanna 
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no, this is not a queer zine, because being 
queer is not a part of my life. i have no so¬ 
cial life in the traditional sense, i don't 
date,i don't fuck, i don't feel empty, i don't 
hang out with people based on their sexuality, 
i have about three queer friends i 
identify with, i am capable of loving 
and 










"i've just been looking at madonna's sex book, basically it's fun 
to look at but no real turn on. but madonna says some really dumb 
stuff[that made me think a bit. like, she was having sex with a 
really ^©o/erweight guy and she said how it was the firsthand last 
time arid' how she thinks of fat people as over indulgent slobs. 
needless to say, that really pissed me g.£f. i don't think of my¬ 
self as "fat", i don't know if others do, and i'd bet that a doc¬ 
tor might tell me to lose 20 or more pounds if i really asked 
and gave a shit, so i guess i took her comment personally, i 
don't think i eat a massive amount, i'm mostly a healthy eater 
besides the fact that i haven't ate meat in over 3 years and 
i've been vegan for over a year, i do admit to having no big love 
of excersing, but i walk around a good part of everyday and stuff, 
anyways, enuf defensive shit, not everyone is as rich and care¬ 
free as madonna so that they can spend 3 hours a day pumping iron, 
and who the fuck would want to? she makes it soythd-like expressing 
yourself is so important and shit, but only if you're skinny, 
shaving, bleached and glamourous, fuck that, but me and my friends 
were talking and what's more annoying about madonna's comments 

is that she doesn't think her attitude is wrong, like, i know 
that while i'm a lot more open minded about girls, i only give the 
time of day to cute, skinny boys, and i know that's fucked and i 
try to change it. and while i'm attracted to chubby girls a lot, 
never have i been attracted to anyone seriously overweight, in fact| 
i don't have any aquaintances, nevermind friends, who are very 
overweight, so i'm a hypocrite, while my self esteem conderning 
my body is pretty good these days ( i just got a pair of black 
cords that are pretty fitted and i dig how they look) and i 
never think' seriously about things like dieting, i can“stil^ get 
bummed easily, madonna is weak for falling into believing such a 
dumb stereotype, my being overweight is probably at least partly 
genetic, both my parents were overweight when they were younger, 
they either lost it naturally or worked out obsessively, i just 
feel that i'm a big girl, i'm pretty tall and large boned and 

even if i consumed 300 calories a day and swam 3000 laps, i doubt 
i could ever attain waif-like status, which is no big whoop, i 

just wish body size could be accepted as something that varies 
like hieght or eyecolor or freckles and that there wasn't one 
certain way we should all strive to be. so, madonna and my mom 
can keep on obsessively working out. i'd rather just try to learn 
to like the way i am presently, and the next time you find yourself 
about to diss someone you don't find attractive for someone you 
think is cute, try putting yourself in the'former's shoes and 
question who taught you what to be attracted ;to and not, my 
guess is that it's the same forces that taugiit you all the other 
bullshit you try to ftjhh 




ricki lake broke my heart. . , . 0 

, nc and she rocked, she was in hairspray, a rad 

s -tm ris: - ss «; inr r s 

SX ?i8 si sh22X from 250 pounds to 135 and is 
gonna be a talk show host, whatever^ ^e il^be jus 

a "2s e it P s e „ck y s Ste Sy k^-TofyS weight, but 

there 1 s no fat actresses out there 

Vaa-M rnnina. i guess it won't be her. HKe 1 evei 
22 Sris S monies f can relate to in the slightest^ 
and my one hope goes on fucking slimfa . 
should stay fat to make me feel good, she doesn t 
owe me anything, but i'm just sad, okay? mainstream 
movies can have such power over attitudes, seeing women 
on the screen who differ from the normal images we re 
?ed could Squally make people think, if they're totally 
into a character and identifying with her and she happens 
to be fat, they just might realize how unimportant 
wJiSt is- yeah fuckin right Christina, then monkeys will 
fly outta my butt, nevermind. 
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it's ^inny cuz the other day i was thinking about putting some stuff by 

audre lorde in here, which seemed wierd since i never put anything by 
anyone else in here, but i wanted to since i've been thinking lately 

about how sick i am of hearing white middle class boys and girls comp¬ 
lain about how oppressed they are cuz they're straight edge or vegan, 
and of hearing white middle class girls complain about how white middle 
class boys' clubs diss them when i think they should go off and make some 
lathing which speaks to them cuz those who diss you aren't worth yer time. 


*$and not like everything i me ntio ned isn't important, cuz of course it 

k i a- 


sux that there's sexism in the "scene" and that meat eaters and budweiser 
tell us we're wrong for whatever reason when that ain't the case, but 
there's so much else going on and so many people in situations that are 
Sjjso much more fucked up than these ones, it's hard to say that without in- 
^f^validating others, but all i'm saying is get out of your shell and look 

i^ajyaround. and audre lorde can say all that much better than me. she's, in 
y^her own words, a black lesbian feminist poet warrior, and her wri tingi-.-c. 

* j 

and guts moved me. she die* like last year, anyways, we just read this 




) 


book by her in my feminist theory class i take not at my school but at a 
neighboring ivy fucking league school, we got in little discussion groups 

to talk about it. everyone in the group except me and a girl who was 
asian was a preppy, perky white girl (i'm just not preppy or perky) and 


someone spoke up that lorde's labels bothered her. most everyone else ag¬ 
reed, and proceeded to rag on her and her use of labels, i understood cuz 
i find labels distracting and stifling too, and just stopped labelling my 
sexuality recently, but they pissed me off. i finally spoke up. "if she 
doesn't call herself a black feminist lesbian, everyone's gonna assume 
she's a white heterosexual woman who finds the term "feminist" -just a lit 

> r 



•a i 



tie too radical. " i proceeded to ask them if they would have aproblem if 
she constantly referred to herself as a woman, they said no. well, if she 
just called herself a woman, just as they all refer to themselves as such, 
becuz of little nasties like racism and heterosexism, everyone's gonna 

. . a ( J -' . 

assume she's straight and white, when being a black lesbian a*sd integral 
parts of her identity, you motherfuckers, they were so fucking annoying, 
sure, they're "feminists" but when anyone not like them makes them feel, 
well, guilty, they tear her apart just cuz she has to constant^assert her 
being and her identity in a society that tells her she's invisible, fuck 
liberal white feminists at ivy league schools, audre lorde rules, see for 
yerself. here's some stuff from her book sister/outsider that rocks. 




Somewhere, on the edge of consciousness, there is what I call] 
a mythical norm, which each one otus within our hearts knows I 
“that is not me.” In america, this norm is usually defined as I 
white, thin, male, young, heterosexual, Christian, and financial¬ 
ly secure. It is with this mythical norm that the trappings ofl 
power reside within this society. Those of us who stand outside f 
that power often identify one way in which we are different, and j 
we assume that to be the primary cause of all oppression, forget¬ 
ting other distortions around difference, some of which we I 
ourselves may be practising. By and large within the women’s I 
movement today, white women focus upon their oppression asj 
women and ignore differences of race, sexual preference, class,L 
and age. There is a pretense to a homogeneity of experienced 
covered by the word sisterhood that does not in fact exist. 
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As white women ignore their built-in privilege of whiteness 
iand define woman in terms of their own experience alone, then 
women of Color become “other," the outsider whose experience 
and tradition is too “alien” to comprehend. An example of this 
is the signal absence of the experience of women of Color as a iv W: 
resource for women’s studies courses. The literature of women of 

Color is seldom included in women’s literature courses and *§ Jf"§ 1 § « 

almost never in other literature courses, nor in women’s studies 
as a whole. All too often, the excuse given is that the literatures 
. of women of Color can only be taught by Colored women, or « T | ® 

that they are too difficult to understand, or that classes cannot y - 5 . | £ 

“get into” them because they come out of experiences that are |pj|| ® 8 f ^ ^ 'Z 
“too different.” I have heard this argument presented by white§|p|§.3 « £! * 

women of otherwise quite clear intelligence, women who seem ^^ f ^ 5 •£ ® 

Jfcto have no trouble at all teaching and reviewing work thatl^|| “ 3 5 3 2 | £ 
^ comes out of the vastly different experiences of Shakespeare,|j|pf « « ^ | § ^ts c . 
j|| Moliere, Dostoyefsky, and^Aristophanes. Surely there must be0qM "8 2 a ^ £ “1- 
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I some other explanation 
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if we lose someday women s * *3 

i .Si-f 

blood will congeal S u p on a w 

dead planet ifwewinj^ f 
there is no telling :* 

i -A 

11 /e seek beyond history 

for a new and 
more possible meeting. 

^ Adv ocatin g the mere tolerance of difference between women 

is the grossest reformism?‘ItTs a total denial of the creativejunc- 
tion of difference in our lives7T)iffe rence ~must be not merely 
tolerated, but^eea^as^^Cndnecessary_polarities between 
which our creativity can spark like a dialectic. Only then does 
the necessity for interdependency become unthreatening. Only 
within that interdependency of different strengths, acknowl¬ 
edged and equal, can the power to seek new ways of being in the 
world generate, as well as the courage and sustenance to act 
where there are no charters. 
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J.i yeah, so last issue i Sed^fuck th& , 

,slv v.'.iith ™l ; SMfc^Sfftg/ 

salvation army, but i «U1 havsW try_°n 

; V »§??*£••* h^^cwfrt“SSld weather clothes, and 
» lots ot stuff, even tho i don t have oh _ so latest in fucking "street 

• today i go into nyc and am bombar y , ly new england (i miss you 

fashion" that I've been missing out on 


.... 5 
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already), fuek the non stop f ^^^ r ms°lAd f yoS/bellbottoms and your 

of you could fit into, fucx y v „ ofrsrH n n .vou wake m 
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of you could nr mw, -- ' r are well< distrac t ing, you wake me 

this-moments-bullshit-tren y-ga ^ flclal , unnecessary crap 

up from my dream, my dream ot 11 ^ .. ..■ 
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\%*. ; people believe 

like "style”, what the fuck is style, a ” , U P^ 1 

- • ^.^ • ..... v :• ~ _ .. - J 

■£* '^^i®i?v^ l v**do*it wear what their_-s 

/< they have an ounce of creativity w en . maaazine said to cuz that 's 

Xf friends wear and they wear that cuz fu ^ * in ._ S f — •.,***.•. WSiSS I 

■ what the hipbandof theminute wears, there is no such'thing as personal style 
C w re all being bombarded with messages about how to -ok an ev n if 
: V» *° against those messages you■ re stm following som^ne s ideal of 

:„hat anti-sty1ish ’Tsr. so go naked, yeah, like i can expose my uppe arms 
1 without getting a stomach ache, so fuck that idea, uniforms, mandatory 
3 uniforms for all humans sound good, they “ 1 ^ , . 0 ^ ry ao n.“.;. 

* i wo|^ S |^ 

^ev e r y swell fuckin d ay'! e a s y. 

i Will or won't impress with my (ta ught) taste in c lothP.g ” 

n i put 

around feeling 


. av —' 7 . e 

■3 superior to all the mere mortals who deliberately look a certain w y. 

\ not looking stereotypically punk is anymore original than looking 

;typically punk, fuck fashion, fuck anti-fashion, fuck you, fuck™ e and 

yy ■ ■•• y ■ k -v r -j "•■ 


of all fuck the fact that i feel like shit no matter what i wear cuz i'l 
.not a fuckin waif, thanks for your time, i now feel better, really 


1 m 


L . Ulld-iiivo 1 ui yuuj- uiiuc • j . aiw *v ^^ --- - t 

: i ! --v: •: ■■ ^ 

m&Fmi-M ’* .> .. ,. .•• ..■ ..v.•.<7 



I 


the whole thing about p.c. versu^n^pTc. has always wierded me out; 1 
always wish it would just go out of style like most topics of conversa¬ 
tion do, but it still seems to be around. i guess most people see like 
you're supposed to be for or against being p.c., but i personally try 
to pretend the whole thing doesn't exist, whenever the topic comes up i 
always see people i usually think have a bit of a clue say the stupid¬ 
est things, everyone tries to act like they're so shocking and that beingl 

' j 

wasteful or insensitive is cool and hip. so strange, these evil p.c. j 

forces that f ascistically tell us how to speak and live don't really . v 

exist, to my knowledge anyways, so i just wish people would stop acting jy J , 
like it's such a drag to keep an open mind, is this making sense? basic- I* 
ally, i think the whole thing must have been made up by right-wing jerk- f 
just to see "liberals" chew "radicals" apart, if such people exist. 
so they made this thing where attempting to create diversity and not 

' treat the planet like shit and not offending others with total ignorance 
f f|Hwere all really anal, going-a-1 ittle-too-far type things to do. and 

i pbecause of this, when i go into a store, the people working there comp¬ 
el lain that no one ever wants bags for their records anymore, and isn't 
that a stupid, p.c. thing to do? and when i tell someone that people 
"aren't "oriental", rugs are, they roll their eyes, insinuating that i am 
■the p.c. police and therefore the root of all evil, whatever, everyone's 
[^complaining that it's so hard not to be offensive, and that they should 
not have to censor their language to be p.c. and acceptable, what the 
fuck, maybe if they stepped out of their fuckin caves and actually learn- 
|ed about someone else's culture, they'd realize why they sound like 
idiots, i just don't understand the whole thing, it's like open minded 
^people going out of their way to be closed minded and shocking cuz they 
ithink it's cool, but they're doing just what conservatives are doing. not| 
like i feel i'm a part of some left wing vs. right wing war, i'm not 
|ms. political at all, just on a personal level cuz i'm totally self-cent¬ 
ered and apathetic, it's just wierd--like i'm the bad guy cuz i don't 
flush when i pee? just deal with it. don't get defensive, don't act like 
i'm a fascist, cuz i'm not expecting you to do what i do, and i'm not 
judging you over whether you flush or not. so, like i said, i wish the 
whole thing would die, cuz altho i pretend it doesn't exist, it's pretty 

hard. but when it does die, hopefully everyone will just be their 
idiotic, ignorant selves again and stop trying so hard to sound trendy 
liberal, like the fucks who wrote this drivel: 




Vegetarian. Becoming a grass eater haj> 
pens to about 50% of us during some part 
of our college career. But every now and 



Piercing. College students are not satis¬ 
fied with holes in just their ears anymore. 


en, gay women, bi men, 
women are now cool. You hear someone 
sa y> “He’s gay,” and the immediate response 
is, “That’s cool.” Hetero has gone the way of 
family values and the word gay has gotten 
back some of its happiness. 






















i'nTthinking about how i have all these secrets', i used to believe they 
made me all mysterious and aloof, now i just feel trapped inside them. 

so, here goes with one that a few people know but not many, it's not a 
biq deal , it's really pretty amusing to look back, starting in seventh 
grade, there was total pressure at my school (and i'm sure everyhwere) 
to start coupling off and reaching those all important bases (you 
know, french kissing is first, feeling a girl up is second, ya gotta 

love it), i didn't feel too wierd about my non-involvement in these 
✓ activities back then, since i figured my time would come, and lots of 
i»Mother kids weren't doing that stuff anyways, well, the years passed and 
' 'i was still not running wildly around the bases in record speed, so 1 
v /started to lie about it. i made up this guy kyle who i'd met at a cure 
concert in ninth grade, i said he gave me number and shit, all my 
friends thought that was totally cool, but they weren't that excited 
because i had hinted about past boyfriends (never giving the details) 
and stuff, ok, the lie got totally ou£ of proportion, i talked about 
meeting him in new york city (he went to the school of the visual arts, 
i had decided-that was a college, i was 15. whatever.) stuff i'd gotten 
for myself i said he had gotten me. i stole a picutre of some random, 
cute boy with black hair from a friend who didn't live near me,.and i 
told all my school friends that was him. by the time i was 16, i was 
one of few girls i knew who was still a (ohnigod i fuckin hate this 
word) a "virgin", so i lied about that too. yeah, me and the imaginary 
kyle, getting together, what the fuck ever. 1 felt really shitty about 
the whole thing, i hated doing it, but you know how lies can be, this 
thing just kept growing, i finally wanted to stop it when i came to my 
senses and realized it was bullshit, i didn't care if i wasn't seeing 
anyone, it didn't make me a ies£ interesting person, so i said i walked 
in on him and some girl and vowed never to talk to him again, my friends 
were suprised how well i was taking it, i was so happy i could end the. 
lie that i forgot to mourn over him. oh welt, it's really sad how far 1 
went to get the approval of my friends, they were all really rad and 
if i never mentioned him in the first place it's not like they would 
have ridiculed me for never seeing boys or fooling around.with them, 
and what pisses me off the most is that i lied about my virginity. 1 
just wanted to do away with it. having it made me feel.not.so much ugly 
or whatever but just so uncool, everyone hip and exciting i knew was 
having sex. and in tenth grade my friends weren;t close enough to tell 
me if they really enjoyed it or not, i assumed it was a blast, something 
i should be taking part in if a was as cool as i thought i was, or 
aimed to be. i don;t know i could analyze it all more, but i'm just so 
glad fitting in isn't such a major aspect of my life now. 
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and s^U^re^^ttiis story about this girl 

and bu^^^^^^Ll^hes^jtemic^y^ 

^^^o she got a recipe and tried to dgd 

good arkF^!KdR^S^!^fF > 'so warm and she felt like a real woman, producing foodl 



ones m a cozy kitchen but she rememberer 


rwmiw %v 

nembered she had no one to share 


i went to hte pond and fe^sran^to^ the birds but they ignoredM^t^ ark! sh ® 
the _pieces^^S^h^^^^^ olP 


,///. 

dissapea 

■ ' m 

freezer and tried 


d sh^forl^d^^^teujcTjfr^create just 
into ;he water. and so she^gh^bgg^ai^ pu^he rest^^ the 

be sad. she felt like she might not have even made 


r ^^ead sinc^io on , but her 


^aten^sane oMt^St she '^™ad 


she made it anyways since she liked 



kin; 


things with her hands and her tummy was happy and shehadj 



into] another day which is 





something that didn't seem to happen too often. 


story, i tell myself. 



'over and over, it's not a sad story. 
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